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_ What You will. 


ACTI SCENE IL. 
SCENE The Palace. 
Enter the Duke, Cutio, and Lords. 
A : 
BE Mufick be the Food of Love, 


— on, 
ire me exceſs of it; that ering 
SE The Appetite may ficken, and fo die. 


That Strain again, it had a dying Fall: Ss 
0. it came o'er my Ear, like the ſweet 
That breaths upon a Bank of Violets, 


Stealing. and giving Odour. Enough, no more; 


Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 


O Spirit of Love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy Capacity x 


Receiveth as the Sea, Nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch fo cer, 2 
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Even in a Minute; ſo full of Shapes is Fancy, 
'That it alone is high fantaſtical. 8920 | 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord? 
Duke. What, Cario? 
Cur. The Hart 
Duke. Why fo 1 do, the nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine Eyes did fee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the Air of Peſtilence; 
That Inſtant was. I turn'd into a Hart. 3 
And my Deſires, like fell and cruel Hounds, 
Eier ſince purſue me. How now, what News from her? 
Enter Valentine. 
val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her Hand-maid do return this Anſwer: 
The Element it ſelf, till ſeven Years hence, 
Shall not behold her Face at ample View; © 
But like a Cloyſtreſs ſhe will vailed walk, 
And water once a Day her Chambers round 
With Eye-offending Brine: All this to ſeaſon 
A Brother's'dead Love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad Remembrance. 
Duke. G ſhe that hath a Hcart of that fine Frame, ; 
To pay this Debt of Love but to a Brother, 


How will ſhe love, when the rich 


Hath killd the Flock of all Afſections elſe 

That live in her? When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Theſe ſoveraign Thrones, are all ſupply'd, and filld 
Her ſweet Perfections with one ſelt-ſame King: 

Away before me, to ſweet Beds of Flowers, 
Love * lye rich, when * with — 


SCENE II. The' dis 


Ekxnter Viola, 4 Captain and Sailors. | 
Vis. What Country, Friends, is this? 
Cap. This is I/lyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould 1 Jo in Uhris? 
My Brother he is in Ehſiaum. | 
Perchance he is not drown' 3 what think you, Sailors? 


What my Eſtate is, i 


What yon will. 9 
Cap. It is perchance that you your ſelf were ſay'd. 
Vio. O my poor Brother! And ſo perchance may he be. 
Cap. True, Madam; and to comfort you with Chauce, 


Aſſure your ſelf, after our Ship did ſplit, 
When you, and that poor Number ſaved with you, 


Hung on your driving Boat: I ſaw your Brother, 


Moſt provident in Peril, bind himſelf, a 
Courage and Hope both teaching him the Practice, 


To a ſtrong Maſt that liv d upon the Sea, 
Where like Orioz on the Dolphin's Back, 
I aw him hold Acquaintance with the Waves, 


So long as I could ice. 


Vio. For ſaying fo, there's Gold: | 
Mine own Eſcape unfoldeth to my Hope, 
Whereto thy Speech ſerves for Authority, 


7 


The like of him. Know ſt thou this Country? 


Cad. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 


Not three Hours Travel from this very Place 


Vio. Who governs here? OE 
Cap. A noble Duke in Nature, as in Name. 
Vio. What is his Name? WY 2 


= - 


. Orſino. 1 | TIN © Vo | INS | 
Vio. Orſmo! J have heard my Father name him, 
He was a Batchellor then. 3 

Cap. And ſo is now, or was fo very late; 


For but a Month ago I went from hence, 


And then twras freſh in Murmur, as you knew 

What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of, 

That he did ſeek the Love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's ſhe? 5 | 


Cad. A virtuous Maid, the Daughter of 2 Count, 


That dy'd ſome twelve Months fince, then leaving her 
In the Protection of his Son, her Brother, | 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd; for whoſe dear Love, 


They ſay, ſhe had abjur'd the Sight 
And Company of Men. 


Vio. O that I ferv'd that Lady, 


And might not be deliver d to the World, 


. 


Till I had made mine own Occaſion mclloyy | 
„„ a 
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Cap. That were hard to compals, 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of Suit, 
No, not the Duke's. 2 
Vio. There is a fair Behaviour in thee, Captain; 
And tho? that Nature with a bezuteous Wal 
Doth oft cloſe in Pollution; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a Mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward Character. 
I prethee, and Il pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my Aid, 
For ſuch Diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The Form of my Intent. I'Il ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy Pains; for I can fing, 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of Muſick, 
That will allow me very worth his Service. 
What elſe may hap, to Time 1 will commit,. 
Only ſhape thou thy Silence to my Wit. : 
Cad. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute Vl be, 
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not ſee. 
Vio. I thank thee; lead me on. IErxtun:. 
S CEN E III. Olivia's Honſe. 
8 Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 
Sir To. What a Plague means my Neice to take the Death 
of her Brother thus? I am ſure Care's an Enemy to Life. 
Mar. By my Troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in earlier 
2. Nights; your Neice, my Lady, takes great Exceptions 
to your ill Hours. oo + 
Sir To. Why let her except, before excepted. 
Mar. Ay, but you muſt confine your ſelf within the 
modeſt Limits of Order. „ 
Str To. Confine? I'll confine my ſelf no finer than I am; 
theſe Clothes are ond enough to drink in, and fo be the ſe 
Boots too; and they be not, let them hang themſelves in 


their own Straps. 


Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; I heard 
my Lady talk of it Yeſterday, and of a fooliſh Knight 
wat you brought in one Night here, to be her Wooer? 

ES 


| What you will. 


Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 
Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a Man as any's in Lhria. 

Mar. What's that to th Purpoſe? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thouſand Ducats a Tear. 
Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a Year in all theſe Ducats: 
He's a very Feol, and a Ig 0h 

Sir To. Fie, that you'll fay ſo: He plays o'th' Viol- de- 
 Gambo, and ſpeaks three or four Languages Word for 

Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of Na- 
ture. | | 7 | 
Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural; for beſides that 
he's a Fool, he's a great Quarreller; and but that he hath 
| the Gift of a Coward to allay the Guſt he hath in Quar- 

relling, 'tis thought among the Prudent, he would quick- 

ly have the Gift of a Grave. | Er 
Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and Sub- 
ſtractors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 
Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 


your Company. 


h 
r 
8 


Sir To. With drinking Healths to my Neice: I'll drink 
to her as long as there is a Paſſage in my Throat, and 
Drink in Illyria. He's a Coward and a Coyſtril that will 
not drink to my Neice till his Brains turn o'th' Toe like 
a Pariſh Top. What Wench? Caſtil;a.o vulgo; for hege 
comes Sir Andrew Agne. face. | 28 

| Enter Sir Andrew. _ yr 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! How now, Sir Toby Belch ! 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew, 
Sir And. Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. EY 
Sir Tv. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And. What's that? 

Sir To. My Neice's Chamber- maid. "oh 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Accaſt, I deſire better Acquaing 

Mar. My Name is Mary, Sir. | 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Mary Accoſk, 

Sir To. You miſtake, ' Knight: Accoſt is, front her, 
board her, wooe her, aſſail ker. 3 


- 
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Sir And. By my Troth, I would not undertake ber in 


this Company. Is that the Meaning of Accoſt? 


Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen. 
Sir To. And thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would 


thou might'ſt never draw Sword again. 


S And. And you part ſo, Miſtreſs, I would I might 


never draw Sword again. Fair Lady, do you think = 
have Fools in Hand? * 


Mar. Sir, I have not you by th Hand. 
Sir And. Marry but you have, and here's s my Hand. 
Mar. Now, Sir, Thought is free: I pray you bring your 
Hand to th' Battery Bar, and let it drink. 
21 Wherefore, ſweet Heart? What's * Meta- 
or? 
F Mar. It's dry, Sir. 
Sir And. Why, I think ſo: aba Aſs, but 1 
can ay my Hand dry, But what's — Jeſt? 
Mar, Jeſt, Sir. 
ragh Are yon full of them? 
Mar. Ay, Sir, l have them at my Finger Ends: Marry, 
now 1 let go your Hand, I am barren. [Exit Maria. 
Sir To. O Knight, thou lack ſt a Cup of Canary: When 


did 1 ſee thee fo put down? 
S And. Never in your Life, I think, unleſs you ſee Ca- 
| nary put down: Methinks, ſometimes 1 have no more 


Wit than a Chriſtian, or an ordinary Man has; but I am 


| great Eater of Beef, and 1 believe that do's — to 


my Wit. 
Sir To. No Queſtion, 
Sir And. And I thought that, Id forſwear i it. mu ride 


home, to Morrow, Sir Toby. 


Sir To. Pour quoy, my dear Knight? | 
Sir And What is powr-quey? Do, or not do? 1 would 1 


had beſtowed that time in the Tongues, that I havein Fen- 


cing, Dancing, and Bear-baiting: © had I but follow d 
the Arts. 


Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent Head of Hair. 
Sir And. Why, would that have mended my Hair? 
Sir To, Fall Queſtion, for thou ſceſt i it will not cool my 


Nature, 


— 


What you will. nh 
Sir And, But it becomes me well enough, does t not? 
Sir To. Excellent, it hangs like Flax on a Diftaff; and 
N a Houſewife take thee between her Legs, and 
ſpin it 
| Þ ir And, Faith I'll home to Morrow, Sir Toby, your Neice 
will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, 4 Banda of 
me: The Duke himſelf here hard by, wooes ber. 

Sir To, She'll none o'th* Duke, ſhe'll not match above her 
Degree, neither in Eſtate, Years, nor Wit; 1 have heard | 
her ſwear. Tut, there's Life in't Man. | 
Sir And. 1'll ſtay a Month longer. I am a Fellow o'th* 

ſtrangeſt Mind i 4 I delight in Masks and Reyels 


- ſometimes al 
Sir To. Art 


0 pA at theſe Kick-ſhaws, Knight? 


Sir And. As any Man in Niyria, whatſoever he be, under 


_ | the Degree of my Betters, and yet I will not compare 
with an old Man. | 


Sir To. What is thy Excellence in a Galliard, Knight 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a Caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the Mutton to't. | 
Sir And. And I think I have the Back- trick, fimply as 
ſtrong as any Man in Ihria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe Gifts a Curtain before *em ? Are they like to take Duſt, 
like Miſtreſs Mal?s Picture? Why Joſt thou not go to 

Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Coranto? My 
very Walk ſhould be a Jig! I would nat ſo much as make 
Water but in a Sink-a-pace : What doſt thou mean? Is it 
a World to hide Virtues in? 1 did not think, by the Ex- 


le cellent Conſtitution of thy Leg, it was form'd 3 the 
Star of a Galliard. ; 
Sir And. Ay, *tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in a 
1 1 Stocken. Shall we ſet about ſome Revels? 
n- Sir To. What ſhall we do elle; were We hot bors an- 
„d der Taurus? 
; Sir And. Taurus? That's Sides and Heart. | 
ir. Sir To, No, Sir, it is Legs and Thighs. Let me ſee thee 
Oper; W Spe! fla, ha, excellent. = E.. 
my | 
7 SCENE 
nd. 
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SCENE IV. The Palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in Max's Attire. | 
Val. If the Duke continue theſe Favours towards you; 
Ceſario, you are like tobe much advanc'd; he hath known 
you but three Days, and already you are no * * 
Vio. You either fear his Humour, or my Negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the Continuance of his Love. Is 
he inconftant, Sir, in his Favours? | 
Val. No, believe me. | 
5 Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 
Pio. I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 
| Duke. Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? 
Vio. On your Attendance, my Lord, here. 
Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Ceſario, £ 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the Book even of my ſe cret Soul. 
Therefore, good Youth, addreſs thy Gate unto ber, 
Be not deny d Acceſs, ſtand at her Doors, | 
And tell them, there thy fixed Foot fhall grow 
Till thou have Audience, „5 | 
Vi. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If ſhe be fo abandon'd to her Sorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. | 
| Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil Bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited Return, FRA 
Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my Lord, what then? 
Dake. O then, unfold the Paſſion of my Love, ; 
Surprize her with Diſcourſe of my dear Faith; 
It ſhall become thee well to at my Woes; 
She will attend it better in thy Youth, 
- Than in a Nuncio's of more grave Aſpect, 
Vio. I think not ſo, my Lord. 
Duke. Dear Lad, believe it: | 
| For they ſhall yet belie thy happy Years, 
| That ſay thou art a Man: Diana s Lip © 
Is not more ſmooth, and rubicus; thy ſmall Pipe 
| Is as the Maiden's Organ, ſhrill and found, © 
un al ig ſemblativea Woman's Part, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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I know thy Conſtellation is right apt 
For this Affair: Some four or five attend him, 


All if you will; for I my ſelf am beſt 


When leaſt in Company. Proſper well in this. 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his Fortunes thine, 
Vio. I'll do my beſt 
To woo your Lady; yet a barful Strife, : | 
Who e er I woo, 2 ſelf would be his Wife. ¶ Exeum 


8 CEN E V. Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or 1 
will not open my Lips ſo wide as a Briſtle may enter, in 
way of thy Excuſe; wy Lady will hang thee for thy 
Abſence. 
Clio. Let her hang me; he that SO O'S in this 
World needs fear no Colours. | 

Mar. Make that good, 

Cle. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 


Aar. A good Lenten Anſwer: 1can tell thee where 


| thar Saying was born, of I fear no Colours. 


Clo. Where, good Miſtreſs Mary? 0 


Mar. Ia the Wars, and that may you be bold to fay in 
your Foolery 


Clo. Well, God give them Wiſdom that have it; and 
thoſe that are Fools let them uſe their Talents. 


Mar. Yer you will be for being ſo lon abſent, 
or * turn d * 8 2 as good as 4 banging to _ 
you 


Clo. Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage; 
and for turning away, let Summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are reſolute then? | 

Clo. Not ſo neither, but I am reſoly'd on two Pallets. 


| Mar. That. if one break the other will hold; or, if 
both break, your Gaskings fall. 


Clo. Apt in good Faith, very apt 
Sir Toby would leave Drinking, 
of Eve's Fleſh, as any in Aria. 


well go thy way, if 
wert as witiy a Piece 


Ar, 
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ar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o that: Here comes 

my Lady; make yeur Excuſe wiſely you were beſt. 
Enter Olivia and Malvolio. | 

Cle. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good Fooling; 
thoſe Wits that think they have thee, do very oft 
Fools; and I that am ſure I lack thee, may — 
Man. For what ſays Better a witty Fool than 
a fooliſh Wit. God bleſs thee, Lady. | 
Oli. Take the Fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, Fellows, take away the Lady. 

Oli. Go to, y are a 1 Fool; Tl no r you; bo. 
fides you grow diſhon 
Cle. Two Faults, Madona, that Drink and good Counſel 
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool 
not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt Man mend himſelf; if he 
mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt, if he cannot, tet the 
| Botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended is but 

patch d: Virtue that tranſgreſſes is but patch d with Sin, 
and Sin that amends is but patch'd with Virtue. If that 
this ſimple Sillogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what 
| Remedy? as there is no true Cuckold but Calamity, fo 
Beauty's a Flower: The Lady bad take ey the Fool, 

— I fay again, take ber away. 

Oli. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 

Clo. Miſprifion in the higheſt Degree. Lady, Cucullus 
ron facit menachum; that's as much as to ſay, wear not 
motley in my Brain: Good Madona, give me leave to 
prove you a ool, 4 

Oli, Can you do it? 

Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make Jour Proof, 

Cie I muſt catechize you for it, Madona, good my 
Mouſe of Virtue anſwer.. 

. Well. Sir, for want of other ldleneſs, Il bide your 

Proo 
, Clo. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou # 
oli. Good Fool, for my Brother's Death. 

Clo. I think his Soul is in Hell, Madona. 

Oli, TROY HO TOS ih neun, Fool. 


laugh and miniſter Occaſion to him, he is 


and of free Dif] 


welas. Fie on him, r 


Clo. The more Fool you, Mam, to mourn for your 
Brother's Soul being in fe: Take away the Fool, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this Fool, Malvolio, doth be not 
— 


Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, dll the Pangs of Death ſhake | 
him. Infirmity, that F 


, a ſpeedy Infirmity, for the bet- 


better the Fool. 


Clo. God ſend you, Sir 


ter increaſing your Folly: ' Sir Toby will beſworn that tam 
no Fox, but ky will not pats is Word far two Tees uit 


you are no Fool, 
Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? 


Aua. I marvel your Ladyſhip takes Delight in fach e 


barren Raſcal; I 2 him put down the other Day with 
an ordinary Fool that has no more Brains than a Stone. 
Look you now, he's out of his Guard already; unleſs you 


=. 8 
proteſt I take theſe wiſe Men that crow ſo at ſer 
Find of Fools, no better than the Fools Zanies. 1 
Oli. O are fick of Self. love. Maiwolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper d Appetite. To be „uiltleſs, 

, is to take ird- 
bolts that you Cannon-Bullets: There is no Slander 


in an allow'd Fool, h he do nothing 
no railing in a — 2 
ſpeak ſt well ef Fools. 


| Mar. Madam, there is i the Gre # young Oka 
much defires to ſpeak with you. 


Oli — 3 
Mar. I know not, Madam, ti a fir young Man, 4 


well attended. 
Oli. 2 People hold him in delay? 
Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your Uncle. 


oll. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeaks nothing but 
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Suit from the Count, 1 am fick, or not at home. What 
will to diſmiſs it. 3 Exit Malvolio. 

low fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and People 


Clo. Thos haſt g poke for us, Madons, as if thy eldeſt 
Son ſhould be a Fool: whoſe Scull Fove cram with Brains, 


for here comes 20 Pia 
mater. 


Enter Sir Toby. 
oli. By mine Honour half drunk. What is he at the 
Gate, Uncle? | 

Sir To. A Gentleman. 

Oli, A Gentleman What 1 | | 
Sir Tv. 'Tis a Gentleman here. — otheſ pickle 
Herring: Hovy now, Sot? | 
. Cle. Good Sir Toby. 

5 5 _ Uncle, how hare you come { early by 
eee Laaber, 1 defie Letchery: There's one at the 

_ Ay marry, what is he? | 

Sir 1 Ler him be the Devil and e will, I care not! 

Give me Faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. LE. 

Oli. What's a dunben Man like, Fool? 

Cie. Like a drown'd Man, a Fool, and a Mad man: One 

Draught above heat makes him a Fool, the ſecond mads 
him, and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the Coroner, and let him fit 

o' my Uncle; for he's in the third Degree of Drink; he's 
drown'd; go look after him. 

Clo. He 1s but mad yet, Madona, and the Fool ſhall look 

to the Madman. [Exit Clown. 

| Mal. Mada = Loy mo f he will ſpeak 

m, Fellow ſwears 

with you. 1 told rr. were ſick, he takes on him to 

underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 

vou. I told him you were aſleep, he ſeems to have a 

Fore-knowyl that too, and therefore comes to 


ſpeak with y - What is to be faid to him, Lady? he's 
oli, 


tified 2 any Denial. 
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ob. Tell him he ſhall not with me. 
Mal. Ha's been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand at your 


Door like a Sheriff's Poſt, and be the Sapporte to a Bench, | 
but he'll 6 k with you. 


Oli. What kind o Man is he? 
Mal. Why, of Mankind. 
Oi. What manner of Man? | | 
Mal. Of very ill Manners; ben peak with you, will you 
or no. 
— _ what Perſonage 2 Years is he. 
ot yet old enough for a Man, nor yo enough 
for a Boy; 2 a Squaſh is before tis a | Peaſeod, or 8 Cod- 
ling when tis almoſt an Apple: Tis with him in ſtandin 
Water, between Boy and Man. He is very well-fayour' 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; one would think his Mo- 
| ther's Milk were ſcarce out of him. | 
Oli. Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 


_ Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady Exit. 
* Euter Maria. 
oli. Give me my Vail: Come, throw it over * Face; 
9 hear Or{ino's Embaſſy, 
| Enter Viola. 


Vio. The honourable Lady of the Houſe, which is the? 
Oli. Speak to me, 1 ſhall anſiver for her: Your Will? 
Vio. Moſt radiant, ex uiſite, and unmatchable Beauty —— 
I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the Houſe, for 1 
never ſaw her. I would be loath to Aewey my speech; 
for beſides that it is excellently well penn d, I have taken 
great Pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me ſuſtain no 
wer Wy Cy ere 


. Whence came you, . 

Vis I can ſay little more chan I have fludied, and that 
Queſtion's ont of my Part. Good gentle one, give me 
modeſt Aſſurance, i E that 
I may proceed in my Speech. | y 

Oli. 2 2 n N ; 

Vio. No, m Heart; t Fangs Li 
of Malice, | fvear, I am not that I y. Are youthe L 1 
i of the Houle? 
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Oli. If I do not uſurp my ſelf, I am. : 
Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your 
ſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve; 
But this is from my Commiſſion. I will on with my 
3 Praiſe, and then ſhew you the Heart of 
my Meſſa AY of ol 
3 *. — Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the 
A | "> 19: 
_ 4% Alas, I took great Pains to ſtudy it, and tis poe- 
tical. | | wg 
Oli. It is the more like ts be feign'd. I pray you keep 
it in, I heard you were ſawcy at my Gates, andaliow'd 
| pas Approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
If you be not mad, be gone; if you have Reaſon, be brief; 
tis not the time of the Moon with me, to make one in 
JGG 
Mar. Will you hoiſt Sail, Sir, here lyes your way. 
Vio. No, good Swabber, I am to hull here a little longer. 
Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady: Tell me 
your Mind, I am a Meſſenger, | 
Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous Matter to deliver, 
When the Curteſie of it is fo fearful. Speak your Office. 
No lt alone concerns your Ear. I bring no Overture of 
War, no Taxation of Homage; I hold the Olive in my 
Hand: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter. 
| Oli, Yet you began rudely. What are you? 
What would you? | 5 i 
Vis. The Rudeneſs that hath appear d in me have 1 
learn d from my Entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as ſecret as a Maiden-head; to your Ears, 
Divinity; to any others, Prophanation. BE | 
oli. Give us the Place alone. [Exit Maria. 
We will hear this Divinity. Now, Sir, what is your Text ? 
Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady. | ] 
Oli. A comfortable Doctrine, and much may be ſaid of 
it. Where lyes the Text? e wk 
JJ coo 24 2 
Oli. In his Boſom? In what Chapter of his Boſom? 
Vio. To anſwer by the Method, in the firſt of his Heart. 


Oli. 


1 
* 
85 
2. 
$4 


Ni, 


bat you will, " 227 
ok ©, I have read it; it is Hereſie. Hare you no more 
to ſay? 

Vis io. Good Madam let me ſee your Face. 
E Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord to ne- 
ciate with my Face? You are now out of your Text; 

— we will draw the Curtain, and ſhew you the Picture. 
Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent : Ist not 
well done? _ [Unzeiling. 
Vis. Excellently * if God did all. 
oli. Tis in grain, Sir, twill endure Wind and Wea- 


Vie. Tis Beauty truly blent. whoſe red and white | 


Nature's own ſweet and cunning Hand laid on: 


Lady, you are the cruell'ft She alive, 
If you will lead theſe Graces to the Grave, | 


And leave the World no Copy. 


Oli. O, Sir, I will not be fo * 1 will give 
out divers Schedules of my Beauty. It ſhall be inventoried, 
and every Particle and Uteafil labell'd to my Will. As, 
Item, two Lips indifferent red. Item, two grey Eyes, with 
Lids to them. Item, One Neck, one Chin, 24 ſo fort the 
Were you ſent hither to praiſe me? oy 

Vio. I'fee you what you are, you are too proud; 

But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 

My Lord and Maſter loyes you: O ſuch Love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown 
The Non-pareil of ty. 

Oli. How does he love me? 

Vio. With Adoracions, fertile Tears, SY 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire.” 5 

Oli. Your Lord do's know my Mind, I cannot love him 
Yet I ſuppoſe him Virtuous, know him Noble, 
Of great Eftate, of freſh and ſtainleſs Youth; 
In Voices well divulg'd, free, learn d, and valiant, 
Ard in Dimenfion, and the Shape of Nature, 
A gracious Perſon ; but yet I cannot love him; 
_ ht have took his Anſwer long 
f I did love you. in my Maſter's Flame, 
With ſach a Suff ring, ſuch a deadly Life, 
lo, your Denial 1 would find no Senſe: 
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Oli. Run zie that ſari peyiſh A. i 


I would not underſtand it. 

Oli. Why, what would you do? 

Vio. Make me a Willow Cabin at your Gate, 
And call upon my Soul within the Houſe; 


Write loyal Cantos of contemned Love, 


And ſing them loud even in the Dead of Night: 
Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goſſip of the Air 


Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhould not reſt 


Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 


But you ſhould pity me. 


oli. You might do much: 


What is your Parentage? 


Vio. Above my Fortunes, yet my Sate is well: 


I am a Gentleman. 


oli. Get you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him: Let him ſend no more, 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 


To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your Pains; ſpend this for me. 


Vio. I am no Fee d- poſt, Lady; keep your Purſe: 
My Maſter, not my ſelf, lacks Reco 
Love make his 4 of Flint, that You ſhal | love, 


And let your Fervour like my Maſter's be, 


Plac'd in "Contempt: F „für Cruelty. [Exis. 
Oli. What is your Parentage? . | 

Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well: 

I am a Gentleman — Ill be ſworn thou + | 

Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limbs, Actions, and Spe 

Do give five-fold Blazon— not too faſt——ſo | 

Ualeſs the Maſter were the Man. How _ 

Even ſo quickly may one catch the 

Methinks I feel this Yourh's Perf 


With an inviſible and ſubtile Stealth 


To creep in at * Well, let it be n 


© Enter Malvolio. 
' Mal. Here, Madam at your Service. 


n 


The Duke's Man; he left this 


What you will. 23 
Would I, or not: Tell him, I'll none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord. 
Nor hold vin ny Hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow, 
IV give him Reaſon far t by thee, Mabvolio. VEN? 

Mal. Madam, I will. [Exif, 

Oli. I do I know not what, and fear to find | "It 
Mine Eye too great a Flatterer for m Mind: 
Tres; owe thi Boba ane dons 196 not owe; + 
| What is decreed muſt be; and be this fo. Exit. 


* 


1 — 


ACT nu SCENE * 


s NE The Street. | 


— Antonio and Sebaſtian. 
2 FILL you flay no loager? Nor will you not 
7 that I go with you? 
Seb. By your Patience, no: My Stars ſhine darkly over 
me; the Malignancy of my Fate, might perhaps diſtem- 
therefore I crave of you your leave, that 1 


_ * I perceive in you ſo excellent a Touch of 


willing to keep 7 therefore it charges me in Manners 
the rather to expreſs my daf, You muſt know of me 
then Antonio, my Name is Sebaftian, which I call'd Rodo- 
rige; my Father was that Seba df Meſſaline, whom I 

you have. heard of. He left behind him, my elf, 
Siſter, both born in one Hour; if the Heay'ns had 
eas d, would we had fo ended: But you, Sir, al- 


for ſome Hours before you took me from 
PER was my Siſter drown, 


866. No footh, Sir, my SIRE Voyage is meer ex- 


. 
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Ant. Alas the Day! 
Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho! it was ſaid ſhe much reſembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but —— 
not with {ach eſtimable Wonder oyer-far believe that, yet 
thus far I will CR ſhe bore a Mind 5 
Bavy could not but call fair: She is drown'd already, Sir, 
with ſalt Water, the' I ſcem to drown her Remembranco 
in with more. 
Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad Entertainment. 
_ $66, O good Antonio, orgive me your Trouble. 
: Ant. If you will got murther me for my Love, let me 
Servant. 
Seb. If you will not undo what you * a that i is, | 
Kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it not. Fare ye 
well at once, my Boſom is full of Kindneſs, and I am yet 
ſo near the 3 of my Mother, that upon the leaſt oc- 
caſion more, mine Eyes will tell T Tales of me: I am bound 


r = 2 _ 


to the * Orſmo's Court ; —_— wit tes. 
Au. The ron, of all Gods go 
e 


I have made Enemies in Ornos Court, 
| Fife would I very ſhortly ce thee there: of ia: 
But come what may, TN 1 

That Danger ſhall em 1 Sport, and I will go. Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Bus- Viola and Malvolio as ſeveral Der 


'- Mal, Were not you e en now with the Counteſi Olivia ? 

Vio, Even now, Sir; on e nn 
arriv'd but hither. 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you, 

have ſaved me my Pains, to have taken * a 


— 


our A. 
She adds 5 that you ſhould put your Lord into a 
deſperate Aſſurance, ſhe will none of hi "And one. 


more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in bis. Af- 
fairs, unleſs it be to report your, Lord's taking. of $5 +. 
| Receive it ſo. | 


Vis ph; eps, Fl none of it. 


— Py 


What you will. 25 


Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſnly threw it to her, and her 

Will is, it ſhould be fo return'd: If it be worth ſtooping 

for, there it lyes in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds 

ir. | | | Exit. 
Vio. I left no Ring with her; what means this Lab? 

Fortune forbid my Outſide have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me, indeed fo much, 

That ſure methought her Eyes had loſt her Tongue, 

For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: Mm 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her Paſſion 

Invites me in this churliſh Meſſenger. | 

None of my Lord's Ring? Why, he ſent her none. 

] am the Man — If it be ſo as tis, 

Poor Lady, ſne were better love a Dream. 

Diſguiſe, 1 ſee thou art a Wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 

How eaſie is it, for the proper falſe _ | 

In Womens waxen Hearts te ſet their Forms! 

Alas, our Frailty is the Cauſe, not we, | 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge? My Maſter loves her dearly, 

oy And I, poor Monſter, fond as much on him; 

And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 

What will become of this? As I am a Man, 

My State is deſperate for my Maſter's Loye; 

As I am Woman, now alas the Day, 

What thriftleſs Sighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe? 


O Time, thou muſt untangle this, not I, 
It is too hard a Knot for me t'unty. . Exit. 
SCENE III. Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Approach Sir Andrew : Not to be a-bed after 
— is to be up betimes, and Diluculo furgers, thou 

ow' . | e 4 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: But I know 
to be up late is to be up late. „%% 
, Sir To, A falſe Concluſion: 1 hate it as an unfill'd Can? 
A to be up after Midnight, and to go to Bed then, is early; fo 
- Vol III. | B that 
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that to go to Bed after Midnight, is to go to Bed betimes; 
Does not our Life conſiſt of the four Elements? 
Sir And. Faith ſo they ſay, but I think it rather conſiſts - 


of Eating and Drinking. 


Sir To. Thiart a Scholar, let us therefore cat and drink. 


Marian [ tay, a ſtoop of Wine. 


Sir And. Here comes the Fool, faith. 
Cls. Ho now my Hearts? did you never ſee the Pi 


_ _ Qture of we three? 


Sir To. Welcome Aſs, now let's have a Catch. 
Sir And. By my troth, the Fool has an excellent Breaſt. 
J had rather than forty Shillings I had ſuch a Leg, and fo 


| Geet a Breath to ſing, as the Fool has. Inſooth waſt 
In very gra:ious fooling laſt Night, when thou ſpok'ſt of 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapigns paſſing the EquinoQial of 


Lueubus; twas very good i * 1 ſent thee ſix Pence for 


my Lemon, hadſt it? 


Clo. I did im icos thy gratlliry; for Maluelio's Noſe 


My Lady bes a white Hand, and the 


Sir And. Excellent: Why this:i is the beſt fooling, when 


| all i is cone, Now a 


Sir To. Come on, there is fix Pence for you. Let's 


; have a Song. 


Sir And. There's a Teſtril of me too; if one Knight 
ve a—— 


Clo. Would you have a Love-ſong, or a Song of good 
Lite? 


Sir To. A Love - ſong, a Love- ſong. 
Sir Anh. * ay, 1 care not for good Life, 


Clown ſings, 
o Miſtreſs mine, where are you roming 7 
D true Love's coming, 
That can ſing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty Sweeting, 
Journey: end in Lovers meeting. 
Every wiſe Man's Son doth knew. EO. 


nd, 


What you will. 27 
Sir And. Excellent ol, faith. | 
Sir To. Good, 


Clo. What is Love, 'tis not hereafter, 
Preſent Mirth hatk preſent Laughter : 
Uf hat to come, is ftill unſure. 
In delay there lyes no Plenty, 
Then come kiſs me ſweet and twenty: 
 Touth's a Stuff will not endure. 


Sir. And. A mellifluous Voice, as I am a true Knight. 
Sir To. A contagious Breath. 
Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i faith. 
Sir To. To hear by the Noſe, it is Dulcet in Con + 
But ſhall we make the Welkin danceindeed ? Shall we = 
the Night-Ow! in a Catch, that will draw three Souls out 


of one Weaver? Shall we do that? 


Sir And. * me, lets dot: Iam a Dog ata 

G | 
Clo. Byr 1 Sir, and ſome Dogs will ed well. 
Sir And. Moſt certain: Let our Catch be, Thou Knave. 
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou Knave, Knight. I ſhall be con- 

ſtrain d in t. to call thee Knave, Knight. „ 
Sir And. Tis not the firſt time 1 have conſtrain'd one to 


call me Knave. Begin, Fool; it begins, Hold thy peace. 


_ Clo. I ſhall never begin, if 1 hold my Peace. 
Sir And. Good i faith: Come, begin. [They ſing a Catch. 
Enter Maria. | 

Mar. What a Catterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call'd up her Steward, Malvolis, and bid 
him turn you out of Doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are Politicians, Ma'- 
volio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry Men be we. Am 
not I 57 There dual Am not I of her Blood! Tilly Val- 
405 Lady? 7 dwelt 4 Man is Babylon, Lady, Ladr. 


[Sizgi 22. 


Clo. Beſhrew me, the Kaight's in admirable Fooliny, 

Sir And. Ay, he docs well enough if he be diſpos d. and 
ſo do I too: He does it with a berter Grace, bur I do it 
more natural. 


Sir To. O n Day of December. [Singing · 
Mar 
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ſmhall be no more Cakes and Ale? 
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Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

e Enter Malyolio. = 

Mal. My Maſters, are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no Wit, Manners, nor Honeſty, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at this time of Night? Do ye make an Ale- 
houſe of my Lady's Houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Co- 


ꝛiers Ca ches without any mitigation or remorſe of 


Veice? ls there ro reſpect of Place, Perſons, nor Time 
Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our Catches. Strike up. 
Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My Lady 


bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her Uncle, 


ſhe's nothing ally'd to your Diſorders. If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your Miſdemeanors, you are welcome to the 
Houſe: If nat, and it would pleaſe you to take leave of 
her, ſhe is very willing to bid you farewel. 1 
Sir To. Farewel, dear Heart, ſince I muſt needs be gone. 
Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. | 
Clo. His Eyes do ſhew his Days are almeſt done. 
J CP 
Sir Jo. But I will never die, 
Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. | 
Mal. This is much Credit to you. Eo 
Sir To. Shall I bid him go? Singing. | 
Clo. What and if you do? | 0 
Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and ſpare not? 
Clo. O no no, no, jon dare net. | 
Sir To, Out o'cune, Sir, ye lie: Art thou any more than 
a Steward? Doſt thou think becauſe thou art virtuous, there 


Clo. Yes, by Saint Aune; and Ginger ſhall be hot ith* 


Mouth too. 5 


Sir To. Thcu'rt ih' right. Go, Sir, rub your Chaia 


with Crums. A Stoop of Wine, Maris. 


Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's Favour 2t 


any thing more th.n Contempt, you would not give 
N for this uncivil Rule; ſhe ſhill know of it, by this 
Han TEL | | 2 | 355 — 


Mar. Go ſhake your Ears. 


Sir Aud. 


„ 


"ny 


3 


„ 


With him. 


bat you wilt 29 
Sir And. Twere as good a Deed as to drink when a 


Man's a Hungry, to challenge him to the Field. and then 


to break Promiſe with him, and make a Fool of him. 
Str To. Do't. Knight, I'll write thee a Challenge: er lil 
deliver thy Indignation to him by word of Meuth. 
Mar, Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to Night; fince 
the Youth of the Duke's was to Day with my Lady, ſhe 
is much out of quiet, For Monſieur Malvelio, let me a- 
lone with him: If I do not gull him into a nayword, 
and make him a common Recreation, do not thiak i 


have wit enough to lye ſtraight in my Bed: 1 know 1 


can do it. 3 | 
Sir To, Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him 
Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a Puritan: 
Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a Dog 
Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquiſite Reaſon, 


: dear Knight, 


Sir Aud. I hare no exquiſite Reaſon for't, but I have 


Reaſon good enough. 


Mar. The Devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 


| fantly but a Time-pleaſer, an affetion'd Aſs, that Cous 
State without Book, and utters it by great fwarchs, The 


beſt perſuaded of himſelf: So cràam'd, as he thinks, with 
Excellencies, that it is his ground of Faith, that all thar 


look on him, love him; and on that Vice in him will my 
Revenge find notable Cauſe to work. 


Sir To. What wilt thou do? © 
Mar. Iwill drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtles of 


Love, wherein, by the colour of his Beard, the ſhape of his 


Leg, the manner of his Gate, the expreſſure of his Eye, 


Forehead, and Complexion, he ſhall find himſelf moſt 
feelingly perſonated. I can write very like my Lady 


your Neice, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our Hands. PE es | | 
Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a Device. 
Sir And. I have't in my Noſe too. 


Sir To, He ſhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop 


| that they come from my Neice, - and that ſhe is in Love 
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to go to Bed now: Come, Knight, come, —_— 


Mar. My Purpoſe i is indeed a Horſe of that Colour. 


Sir Aud And your Horſe now would make him an Als. 
Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. | 


Sir Ant. O "twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, | warrant you: I know my Phyſick 
will work him him. I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool ma ke a third, where he ſhall find the Letter: Ob- 
icrve his Conſtruction of it: for this Night to Bed, and 
dream on the Event. Farewel. — 

Sir To, Good Night, Penthi,ilea. | 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good Wench. 


Sir To. She's a Beagle, true bred, and one * adores 
me; what o'that ? 


Sir And. 1 was ador'd once too. 
Sir To. Let's to Bed, Knight: Thou hadſt need ſend for 


more Mony. 


Sir Aud. If 1 Rx recover your Neice, I am 2 foul 
way out. 


Sir To. Send for Mony, Knight ; if thou haſt her not 


i'th' end, call me Cut. 


Sir 4nd If 1 do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
will. 


Sir To, Come, come, I'll go burn ſome Sack, 'tis too late 


SCENE IV. The Palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Dube. Give me ſome Muſick ; now good morrow, 


Friends: 
Now good Ceſario, but that peice of Song, 


That old and antick Song we heard laſt Night; 
_ Methought it did relieve my Paſſion much, 
More than light Airs, and recollected Terms 

Olf theſe moſt brisk and giddy. paced Times. 


Come, but one Verſe. | | 
Qu. He is not here, fo * * that 


| Thould ſing it. 


Dake. Who was it? EH, 
Cur, 


i 
d 
1 


. 


| Come hither, Boy; if ever thou ſhalt Love, 
In the ſweet Pangs of it, remember me; 
For ſuch as I am, all true Lovers are, 
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Cur. Feſte the Jeſter, my Lord, a Fool that the Lady 


Olivia's Father took much delight in. He is about the 


Houſe. 
Duke. Seek him out, and play the Tune the while. 
¶Maſick 


Unſtaid and skittiſh in all Motions elſe, 


Save in the conſtant Image of the Creature 


That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this Tune? 
Vio. It gives a very Eccho to the Seat 

Where Love is thron d. . 
Duke. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 


| My Life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine Eye | 


Hath ſtaid upon ſome Favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, Boy? 
Vio. A little, by your Favour. 
Duke. What kind of Woman ist? 
Vio. Of your Complexion. 


Duke. She is not worth thee then. "What Years. Faith?" 


Mio. About your Years, my Lord. 
Duke. Too old, b — Let ſt ll the Woman take 


An elder than ber elf, fo wears ſhe to him; 


So ſways ſhe level in her Husband's Heart. 

For, Boy, however we do praiſe our ſelves, 
Our Fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 

More longing, wavering, looner loſt and worn, 


| Than Womens are. 


Vio. I think it well, my Lord. 


Duke. Then let thy Love be younger than thy ſelf, 
Or thy Affection cannot hold the bent: 


For Women are as Roſes, whoſe fair Flower 


Being once diſplay d, doth fall that very hour. 


Vio. And fo they are: Alas, that they are fo, 
To die, even when they to perfection grow! 
Enter Curio and Clown. 


Duke. O Fellow come, the Song we had laft night. e 
Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain; 


The e and * Knitters in the Sun, 


5 4 | And 


——— — —-—— . ³ — —-—-— 
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And the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones, 
Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 


And dallics with the Innocence of Love, 
Ike the old Age. BE ” 


_ Clo. Are you ready Sir? 


Duke. I prethee ſing. 3 0 Muſick, 
8 S ON G. 
Come away, come away, Death, 
And m ſad Cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away. Breath, 
I am ſlam by a fair Cruel Maid. 


My Shrowd of white, ftuck all with Yew, O prepare it. 
My pave of Death no one ſo true did ſhare it. 


Not a Flower, not a Flower ſweet, 
on my black Coffin let there be flrown: 
Not a Friend, not a Friend greet hall b 5 
y poor Corps, where my Bones thrown. 
7 ond beige $ighs t ſave, lay me O where 
Sad true Lover never find my Grave, to * * 


Dale. There's for thy Pains. 
"Clo. No Pains, Sir, 1 take pleaſure in gaga Sir. 
Duke. III pay thy Pleaſure then. 
Clo. Truly, Sir, " Pleaſure will be paid one time, or r 
otter, 
Due Give me now leave, to leave thee. | 
_ Clo. Now the melanch: olly God protect thee, and the 
Taylor make thy Doublet of changeable Taffata, for 
thy Mind is a very Opal. I would have Men of ſuch 
Conft:ney put to Sea, that their Buſineſs might be every 
thing, and their intent every where, for that's it that 
ways makes a good Voyage of nothing. Farewel. Exit. 
| Duke. Let all the reſt give place. Once more, Ceſario, 
Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign Cruelty: | 
Tell her my Love, more noble than the World, 
_ Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands, 
The Parts that Fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her 1 bold as giddily as Fortune: 


What you will. 
But tis that Miracle, and Queen of Jems 
That Nature pranks her in, attracts my Soul. 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir. 
Duke. It cannot be ſo anſwer d. 
Vio. Sooth but you muſt, 
Say that ſome Lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your Love as great a pang of Heart 
As you have for Olivia: You cannot love her; 
You tell her ſo; Muſt ſhe not then be anſwer d? 
Duke. There is no Woman's Sides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a Paſſion, 
As Love doth give my Heart: No Woman's Heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. | | 
Alas, their Love may be call d Appetite: 4 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat. | | 
That ſuffers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry n 
And can digeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that Love a Woman can bear me, 
And that Il owe Oi. 
Vio. Ay but I know— 
Duke. What doſt thou know? IE A 
Vio. Too well what love Women to Men may owe; 
In faith they are as true of Heart, as we. . 
My Father had a Daughter lov d a Man 
r As it might be, perhaps, were I a Woman, 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 9 
Duke. And what's her Hiſtory? |  —_ 
Vio. A blank, my Lord: She never told her Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i'th' Bud, | 
Feed on her damask Cheek: She pin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow Melancholy, 
She fate like Patience on a Monument, N 
Smiling at Grief. Was not this Love indeed? 
We Mea may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed 
Our ſews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our Vows, but little in our Love 8 
| Duke. But dy d thy Siſter of her Love, my Boy? 
Vio. I am all the Daughters of my Father's Houſe, 
And all the Brothers tos — and yet I know not—— 
at | | "ol 7 | Sie 


* 
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Sir, hall I to this Lady? 
Duke. Ay, that's the Theam. 
To her in haſte; give her this ſewel: Say, | 
My Love can give no place, bid no denay. LExeunt. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come; if ] loſe a ſcruple of this Sport, 
let me be boil'd to Death with Melancholly. 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
raſcally Sheep-biter, come by ſome notable Shame? 
Fab. I would exu't, Man; you know he brought me out 
_ of Favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here. 
Sir Jo. To a him we'll have the Bear again, and we 
will fool him black and blue ſhall we not, Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. And we do not it's pity of our Lives. . 
Zn le.. | TE.” 
Sir To. Here comes the little Villain: How now, my 

Nettle of India? 5 5 

Mar. Get ye all three into the Box · tree; Malvolio's co- 
ming down this Welk, he has been yonder ith' Sun practi- 
ſing Behaviour to his own Shadow this half hour Obſerve 
him for the love of Mockery ; for I know this Letter will 
make a Contemplative Ideot of him. Cloſe, in the Name 
ot ſeſting. lye thou there; for here comes the Trout that 
muſt be caught with tickling. Exit. 

Euer Malvolio. 

Mal. Tis but Fortune, all is Fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did affect me, and I have heard her ſelf come thus 
near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my Com- 
p'exion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted Re- 
—_—_ than any one elſe that follows her. What ſhould 1 
think on't? | | | 2 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning Rogue, 

Fab. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey- 
Cock of bim; how he jets under his 2dyanc'd Plumes. 

Sir And. *Slife, 1 could ſo beat the Rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay, NEW. | 
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bay 


place as I would they ſhould do 
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Mal. To be Count Malvolio. 

Sir Jo. Ah Rogue 

Sir And. Piſtol bim, Piſtol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. | 
Mal. There is Example for: The Lady of the Strachy 
married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe. | 
Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel, | 

Fab. O peace, now he's  ceepty ins. look how Imagina- 
tion blows him. 

Mal. Having been three Months married to ber, N f 
in my State. 

Sir To. O for a Stone. bow to hit him in the E 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my wanch'd 
velvet Gown; having come from a Day- bes, where | 
have left Olivia ſleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and Brimſtone! 

Fab. O peace, peace 

Mal. And then to have the 1 of State; ond aſter 
a demure Travel of Regard, "Cn | know my- 

— To * tor 
mz Uncle Toby —— 
Sir To. Bolts and Shackles! | : 
Fab. Oh peace, peace, peace; now, now. 
Mal. Seven of my People with an obedient Start make 
out for him: 1 A the while, and perchance wind up 
my Watch, or play with ſome rich godly Toby approachcs, 
Courtſies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live? 

Fab. Tho our Silence be drawn from us with Cares, 
yet peace. 

Mal. I extend my Hand to him thus; quenching my 
familiar Smile with an auſtere regard of Controul, 
Ec To. And docs not Toby take you a blow och Lips 
then? 

Mal. Saying. Uacle Toby, my 8 having caſt me 
on your Neice, give me this Prerogative of Specch=— 

Sir Io. What, what? 
| Mal. You muſt amend your Drunkennefs. 


Sir Jo. Out, Scab! 
; Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the Sinew: of « cur Plot 
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Mal. Beſides. you waſte the Treaſure of your Time, 
with a fooliſh Knight 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. I knew twas I, for many do call me Fool. 
Mal. What Employment have we here [Taking up a Letter. 
Fab. Now is the Woodcock near the Gin. 

Sir To, Oh peace! Now the Spirit of Humours intimate 
reading aloud to him! 
Mal. By my Life this is my Lady's Hand : Theſe be 
her very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 

great P's. It is, in Contempt of queſtion, her Hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her Us, and her T's; why that? 

Mal. To the unknown belov'd. this, and my good Wiſhes ; 
Her very Phraſes: By your leave, Wax. Soft! and the Im- 
preſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal; tis ** 
Lady: To whom fhould this be? 
Fab. This wins him, Liver and all. py 

Mal. jove knows I Love, but who, Lips do not move, no 
Mas muſt know. No Man muſt know What follows? 
The Number's alter'd No Man muſt — 
If this ſhould be thee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry hang thee, Brock! 

Mal. I may command where I adore, but Silence, like a 
© Lucrece Knife, 
With bloodleſs — 4 my Heart doth gore, M. O. A. I. doth 

Fab: AFu Fuſtian Riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent Wench, ſay I, | 

Mal. M. O. 4. I. doth ſway my Life——Nay, but br 
let me ſee let me fee —— 

Fab. What a diſh of Poiſon has ſhe dreſs d him? 

Sir To. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it? 

Mal. I may command, where I adore. Why ſhe may 
commend me: I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Wh _—_ 
evident to any formal Capacity. There i is no obſtructi 
this — and the end — what ſhould that Al — 
polition portend ? If I could make that reſemble ſome- 
thing in me? Seu. O. A. 1. — 
. O, ay! make "Or he is now at a cold Scent. 


* 


"= 
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Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as 
rank as a Fox. 3 

Mal. M. — Malvolio M. — why that begins my 
Name. | ws 

Fab. Did not I fay he would work it out, the Cur is 

excellent at Faults. py 

Mal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the Sequel; 
that ſuffers under Probation: 4 ſhould follow, but o 


does. 3 8 
Fab. And O ſhall end, I hope. 8 
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him cry O. 
Mal. And then I. comes behind. | 
Fab. Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you 


ight 
ſee more detraction at your Heels, than Fortunes * 


you. EE > oa aaa 3 
Mal. M.O. A. I, — This Simulation is not as the for- 


mer And yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to me, 
for every one of theſe Letters is in my Name. Soft, here 


follows Proſe — If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my 
Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid of Greatneſs; ſome 
are born Great, ſome atchieve Greatneſs, and ſome have Great- 


neſs thruſt upon them. Thy Fates open their Hands, let thy 


Blood and Spirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf to what 
thou art like to be, caſt thy humble Slough, and appear freſh. 
Be oppoſite with a Kinſman, ſurly with Servants: Let : 


hy 
Tongue tang Arguments of State; put thy ſelf into the Trick 
of Singularity. She thus adviſes thee, that fighs for thee. 


r who commended thy yellow Stockings, and wiſh'd 
to ſee thee ever croſs garter d. I ſay remember; go to. thou 
art made, if thou deſireſt to be ſo: If not, let me ſee thee a 
Steward ſtill, the Fellow of Servants, and not worthy to touch 


Fortune s Fingers. Farewel. She that would alter Services 


with thee. The fortunate and happy Day-light and Cham- 
ian diſcovers not more: This is open. I will be proud 
will read politick Authors, I will beffle Sir Toby, 1 will 


5 waſh off greſs Acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, the 


very Man. I do now fool my felt, to let Imagination 


jade me; for every Reaſon excites to this, that my Lady 


loves me. She did commend my yellow Stockings of late, 
ſhe did praiſe my Leg, being crols-garter'd, and in this ſhe 


mani- 
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manifeſts. her ſelf to my Love, and with a kind of Ins 
junction drives me to theſe Habits of her liking. I thank 
my Stars, I am * I will be ſtrange, ſtout in yello 
Stockings and croſs- garter d, even with the ſwiftneſs of 
tting on. Fove, and my Stars be praiſed. Here is yet a 
Poſtſcript. Thou _—_— chuſe but know — I am i, — | 
entertai Love, let it appear in thy ſmiling thy Smiles 
988 Therefore e. * Lo ſtill ſmile, Dear 
my Sweet, I prethee. Fove, I thank thee; I will ſmile, I 
will do every thing that thou wilt have me, Exit. 
Fab. 1 will not give my Part of this Sport for a Penſion 
of Thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. TE: 
Sir To. I could marry this Wench for this Device. 
Sm And. So could I too. ET Tg 
Sir To. And ask no other Dowry with her, but ſuch a- 


nother Jeſt. oe 
Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble Gull catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy Foot o'my Neck? 
Str And. Or o' mine either? 8 N 
Sir To. Shall 1 play my Freedom at Tray: trip, and bo- 

come thy Bond-flave? e 
Sir And. I faith, or I either? 5 
Sir To. Why thou haſt put him ia ſuch a Dream, that 
when the Image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To. Like Aqua vita with a Midwife, 
Mar. If you will then ſee the Fruits of the Sport, mark 
his firſt approach before my Lady: He will come to her 
in yellow Stockings, and tis a Colour ſhe abhors ; and 
crols-garter'd, a Faſhion ſhe deteſts: And he will ſmile 
upon her, which will now be ſo unſuitable to her Diſpoſi- 
non, being addicted to Melancholy, as ſhe is, that it can- 
not but turn him into a notable Contempt: If you will 
fee it, follow me. 5 
> To. To the Gates, Tartar, thou moſt excellent Devil 
of Wir. | | | 5 
Sir And. I'll make one too.  [Exeron. 
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SCENE AGardes. 
Ber Viola, and Clown. 
Vio. CAVE thee, Friend, and thy Muſick: Doft thou 
| DP live by the Tabor? 1 rot eo 

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 

Vio. Art thou a Churchman? | 

Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Church: For 

do live at my Houſe, and my Houſe doth ſtand by the 
Church. | | | 
Vis. So thou may'ſt ſay the King lyes by a „if a 
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church ftands by thy Ta- 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. nol EIS 

Clo. You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this Age! A Sentence 

is but a chey'ril Glove to a good Wit; how quickly the 
wrong fide may be turned out ward. „ 

Vie. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with 

Words, may quickly make them wanton. 8 

Cleo. I would therefore my Siſter had no Name, Sir. 
Mo. Why, Man? | 3 

Cie. Why, Sir, her Name's a word, and to dally with 

that word, might make my Siſter wanton: But indeed, 
Words are very Raſcals, fince Bonds diſgrac d them. 
 Vio. Thy Reaſon, Man? os | 
Cilio. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without Words, 
and Words are grown fo falſe, I am loath to prove Rea- 
ſon with them. . ” ne Þ 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry Fellow, and careſt for 

nothing. 3 Fi 

Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for ſomething; but, ia my 

Conſcience, Sir, 1 do not care for you: If that be to care 
for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you inviſible, 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Oltvia's Fool? 5 
Clo. No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no Folly, ſhe 
Y will keep no Fool, Sir, till ſhe be married; and Fools are 
1 as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Husbands 
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| the bigger: I am indeed not her Fool, but her Corrupter 
Sun, it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, Sir, but the 
thee. Hold, there's Expences for thee. 


thee a Beard. 


though I would not have it grow on my Chin. Is thy 
Lady within? N | | 


bring a Creſſida to this Troylus. 


— 


a Beggar: Creſida was a Beggzr. My Lady is within, Sir. 
I will conſter to them whence you come; who you are, 


+ 


q F 1 

2 i 
L — 1 
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And to do that well craves a kind of Wit: 
The Quality of the Perſons, and the Time; 
And like the Haggard, check at every Feather 
For Felly that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; 


Sir Io Saye you, Gentleman. 


Vio. Et vous auſſi, voſtre ſerviteur. 
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of Words. . 
Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Or/imo's. 
Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the 


Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
ſtreſs: I think I ſa your Wiſdom there. 
Vio. Nay, and thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with 


Clo. Now Fove, in his next Commodity of Hair, ſen 
Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoſt ſick for one, 


. Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 
No. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 9 
Clo. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 


3, * 


Vio. 1 underſtand you, Sir, tis well begg d. nt 
Clo. The matter I hope is not great. Sir; begging, but 


and what you would is out of my Welkin, I might fay 
Element, but the word is oyer-worn. | Exit, 
Pio. This Fellow is wiſe enough to play the Fool, 


He muſt obſerve their Mood on whom he jeſts, 
That comes before his Eye. This is a practice 
As full of Labour as a Wiſe-man's Art; 


But wiſe Mens Folly fall'n, quite taints their Wit. 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Vis. And you, Sir. 


_ Sir Aud. J hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours. 


2 


Sir To, 


To, 
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Sir To. Will you encounter the Houſe, my Neice is de- 
ſrous you ſhould enter, if your Trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your Neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe 1 is the 
Liſt of my Voyage. 

Sir To. Taſte your Legs, Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My Legs yk better underſtand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my Legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anſwer you with Gate and Entrance, out we 


are prevented, 

Euter Olivia and Maria. 

Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the ent ns rain O. 
dours on you. 


Fir And. That Youth's a rare Counter! rain PT 
well. 


Vio. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your * | 


mow * nant and vouchſafed Ear. 


- Odours, pregnant and rouchlafed: Til get em 

all pr ready. 
Oli. Let the Garden Door be ſhut, and leave me to my N 
bearing. [Exeum Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Mar. 


Give me your Hand, Sir. 


Vie. My Duty, Madam, and moft humble service. 
Oli. What is your Name? 
Vio. Ceſario is your Servant's Name, fair Princeſs. 
Oli. My — Sir? Tas never merry World, 
— lowly feigning was call'd Complement: 
are Servant to the Duke Orſino, Youth. _ 
5 And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your Servant's Servant is your Servant, Madam. | 
Oli. For him I think not on him: For his Thouzhts, 
Would they were Blanks, rather than fill'd with m. 
Vio, Madam, I come to whet your Sate Thoughts | 
On his behalf. 
Oli. O, by your leave, I ou; 
I bade you 4 — ſpeak agai Pray you 
But would you undertake + ke ha Suit, 
I had rather hear you to ſollicit that, 
Than Mulick from the Spheres. 
Vio. Dear Lad. 
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_ Your Wife is like to reap a proper Man: 
There lyes your way, due Weſt 
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Oli Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend 


| After the laſt Enchantment you did hear, 


A Ring in Chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 

My felt, my Servant, and I fear me, you; 

Under your hard Conſtruction muſt 1 fir, 

To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 

Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ? 


Have you not ſet mine Honour at the Stake, 


And baited it with all th unmuzzled Thoughts 
That tyrannous Heart can think? To one of your receiving 


| Enough is ſhewn; a Cypreſs. not a Boſom, | 
_ Hides my poor Heart. ** you _ 


Vie. | 5 4, you. 
Oli. That's a degree to Love. 
Vio. No not a grice: For tis a vulgar Proof 


Ther very oft we pity Enemies. 


oli. Why then methinks tis time to ſmile zen, 


O World, the are to be proud? 
If one ſhould 1 


To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf; [Clock fru 


how much better 


upbraids me with the wake of Time. 
Be not afraid, good Youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when Wit and Youth is come to | 


Pie. Then Weſtward hoe: 


Grace and good Diſpoſirion attend your Ladyſhip. 


You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me? 
oli. Stay; I prethee tell me what thou think'ſt of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what Im. 
Oli. 1 wonld you were, as I would have you be. 
Fio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am, 


1 wiſh it might, for now I am your Fool. 


Oli. O what a deal of Scorn looks beautiful, 


h In the Contempt and Anger of his Lip! - 
A murderous Guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſnen, 


Than Love that would ſeem hid: Love's Night is Noon. 
Ccſaris, 
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Ceſario, by the Roſes of the Spring, 

By Maid-hood, Honour, Truth, and every 

I love thee fo, that maugre all thy Pride, 

Nor Wit, nor Reaſon can my Paſſion hide. 

Do not extort thy Reaſons from this Clauſe, 

For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no Cauſe: 

But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; | 

Love ſought, is good ; but given unſought, is better. 
Vio. By Innocence I ſwear, and by my Youth, 

have one Heart, one Boſom, and one Truth, 

And that no Woman has, nor never none 

Shall Miſtreſs be of it, fave I alone. 

And ſo adieu, good Madam, never more 

Will 1 my Maſter's Tears to you deplore. "NS 
Oli, Yet come again; for thoa perhaps may ſt move 


That Heart, which now abhors to like his Love, [ Excint. 


SCENE I. Olivia Houſe. 
| Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian: 


Sir And. No faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 


Sir To. Thy Reaſon, dear Venom, give thy Reaſon. 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your Reaſon,” Sir me. 
Sir And. Marry, I faw your Neice do more Favours to 
the Duke's'Serving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd on me. 
I aw't i'th* Orchard. 5 : 
. the vrhile, old Boy, tell me 
1 8 
Sir Aud. As plain as I fee you now. 5 RED 
Fab. This was a great Argument of Love in her to- 


Sir "nd. "Slight! will you make an Aſs o'me? 

Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the Oaths of Ju'g-. 
ment and Reaſon. | | | 5 

Sir To. And they have been grand jury- men, ſince be- 
fore Noah was a Sailor. 5 1 88 
Fab. She did ſhewy Favour to the Youth Je Sight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe Valour, to 
put Fire in your Heart, and Brimſtone in your Liver. You 
ſhould then have accoſted her, and nn 


into Dumbneſs. This was look'd for at your Hand, and 


Attempt, either of Valour or Policy. 


for Policy I hate: 1 


Woamen, than Report of Valour. 5 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 


him 


enough in thy Ink, tho thou write it with a Gooſe - Pen, 


ſand ſtrong or ſo. 


Youth to an Anſwer. I think Oxen and Wain-ropes can- 
not hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open d, 
and you find ſo much Blood in his Liver as will clog the 

Foot of a Flea, I'll eat the reſt of th Anatomy. Fab. 
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fire-new from the Mint, you ſhould have bang'd the Youth 


this was baulkt. The double gilt of this Opportunity you 


let Time wafh off, and you are nov ſaild into the North 
of my Lady's Opinion, where you will hang like an Iſickle 


on a Dutchman's Beard, unleſs you do redeem it by ſome 


Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with Valour, 
or had as lief be a Browniſt, as a Poli- 
tician. 
Sir To, Why then build me thy Fortunes upon the Baſis 
of Valour, Challenge me the Duke's Youth to fight. with 
him, hurt him in eſeven Places, my Neice ſhall take Note 
of it, and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no Love- broker in the 
World can more prevail in Man's Commendation with 


f 
d 
4 
b 
) 


+ A wo 


Sir And. Will either of you bear me a Challenge to 


ww. tid 


Sr To Go, write it in a martial Hand, be curſt and 


brief: It is no matter how witty, fv it be eloquent, and 


full of Invention; taunt him with the Licenſe of Ink; if 
thou thou ſt him {ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; and 


as many Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, although 


the Sheet were big enough for the Bed of Ware in Eng- 
land, ſet 'em down, and go about it. Let there be Gall 


no matter: About it, 
Sir And. Where ſhall I find you? 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: Go. | 
g F hu [Exit Sir Andrew. 
Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir. Toby. | 
Sir To. I have been dear to him, Lad, ſome two thou- 


Fab. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him; but you'll 


not deliver't. 1 | 
Sir To. Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir on the 
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Fab. And his Oppoſite the Youth bears in his Vi no 
great Preſage of Cruelty. * 
Enter Maria. 1 
Sir To. Look where the youngeſt Wren of mine cn_ 
Mar. If you deſire the Spleen, and will lau 
ſelves into Stitches, follow me; yond pull 2 io gt 
turned Heathen, a very Renegado; for there | is no Chriſti- 
an that means to be 27 'd by believing rightly, can 8 


* believe ſuch im poſſible Paſſages of Groſineſs, — 
yellow Stockings. 


g Sir Tv. And Croſguriers ? 
May. Moſt villanoufiy; like a Pedant that keeps a School 
K i'th* Church: I have — d him like his Murtherer. He 
h does obey every Point N. the Letter that I dropt to be- 
tray him; he Aare ſmile bis Face into more Lines than is 
in the new Map, with the Augmentation of the Indies; 
you have not ſuch a thing as tis; I can hardly forbear 
* hurling things at him. ] 2 my Lady will ſtrike him; 
4 if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, and take't for a great Favour. 


q Sir To. Come, bring us, bring'us'w he is. [Excras. 
SCENE III. The Street. 
kh ll wer ne nd Amtheals, - 
1 55. 1 would not by my Will have troubled you · 


But ſince you make your Fleaſure of your Pains, 
ly 1 will no farther chide you. 
Au. 1 could not ſtay behind you; my Deſire, 
More than filed Deel did ſpur me n 
And not all Love to ſee you, the? 4 fo much 
As might haye drawn one to a longer Voyage. 
But Jealoufie, what might befall your Travel, 
” Being skilleſs in theſe Parts; which to a Stranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing Love, 
The rather by theſe Arguments of Far,” 1 
Set forth in your Purſuit, 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
1 can no other Anſwer make, but Thanks: 
Aut were my Worth, as is my Conſcience firm, 
x OV 
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You ſhould find better er What's to do? 

Shall we go ſee the Relicks of this Town ? 

Ant. To Morrow, Sir, beſt firſt go ſee your Lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and tis long to Night, 

I pray you let us ſatisſie our Eyes 

With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame 

That do renown this City. 

An. Would you'ld pardon me: 

I do not without Danger walk theſe Streets. 

Once in a Sea-fight gainſt the Duke his Gallies, 

I did ſome Service, of ſuch Note indeed, 

That were l ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd: 
Seb. Belike you flew great number of his People. 
Ant. Th'Oftence is not of ſuch a bloody Nature, 

Albeit the Quality of the Time and Quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody Argument: 

It might have ſince been anſwer d in repaying | 

What we took from them, which for Traffick's ſake 

| Moſt of our City did. Only my ſelf ſtood out, 

For which if Ibe lapſed in this Place 

I ſhall pay dear. | . 

Seb. Do not then walk too 


In the South Suburbs at the Elephant 
ls beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our Diet, 


With viewing of the Town, there 
Seb. Why | your Purſe? 3 | 
Ant. Haply your Eye ſhall light upon ſome Toy 
You have delire to purchaſe; and your Store 
I think, is not for. idle Markets, Sir. >: 
Seb. VI! be your Purſe-bearer, and leave you 
For an How: | 5 et 
Ant. To th' Elephant, 
Seb, I do remember. Ds BY 
SCENE IVV. Olivia: Houſe, 
Neuer Olivia and Maris. 
| Oli, I have ſent aſter him; be ſays he'll come. 
How ſhall J feaſt him? What beſtow of him? 


you have me. 


„ A _*% tw wt 


| Awe. le doth not fit me: Hold, Sir, here's my Purſe, | 


Whiles you beguile the time, and ond you Knowledge 


[Exeunt. 


h 4 


For 


Wheat you will. 47 


For Youth i is bought more oft, than begg'd, or borrow d. 
I ſpeak too loud; where's Malvolis, he is fad and civil, 


And ſuits well for a Servant with BY Fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio? 


Mar. He's coming, Madam: 


But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſleſt, Madam! | 


Oli. Why, what's the matter, oo. he rave? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but _ 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome — Son you, if 
for ſure the Man is tainted in's Wits. 

Oli. Go call him hither. 

Enter Malyolio. 

I am as mad as he, 
If fad and merr Madneſs equal be. 


How now. 


Mal. Sweet Lady * bo... [Smiles famaicaly; 
Oli. Smil'ſt then? 1 ſent for thee upon a ſad Occaſion. 
Mal. Sad Lady, I could be fad; 
This does make ſore Obſtruction in the Blood; 
This croſs-gartering, but what of that? : 
If it pleaſe the Eye of one, it is with me asthe very true 
Sonner is: Pleaſe one, and Pleaſe all. | 
Oli. Why? how do'ſt thou Maa 
What is the matter with thee ? 


Mal. Not black in my Mind, tho' yellow-in my Legs: 
It did come to his Hands, and Commands ſhall be exccu- 
ted. I think we do know that ſweet Roman Hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to Bed, Maivolio? 

Mal. To Bed? ay, Sweet Heart; and I'll come 8 


Oli. God comfort thee; why call han i lo, and 
kiſs thy Hand ſo oft? 

Mar. How do you Malvalis? 

Mal. At Requeſt? 


Yes, Nightingales anſwer Daws. 


Mar. Why appear you with thi ridiculous Boldnef b. 
fore my Lady? 
Mal. Be not afraid of Greatneſs; dus well writ, 

D. What meancit thou by that, Malvelie? 
Mal. Some are born great 
ol. Ha? 5 
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Mal, Some atchieve Greatneſs —— 
Oli. What fay'ft thou? | | 
Mal. And ſome have Greatneſs thruſt upon them —— 
Oli. Heav'n reftore thee. 5 5 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock- 
| — 0% Thy yellow Stockings? 
Mal. And wiſh'd to ſee thee croſs-garter'd — 
_ Oli, Croſs-parter'd? | 5 


| Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſir'ſt to be ſo 


Oli. Am I made? 5 | LE 
Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a Servant ſtill. 
oli. Why this is very Midſummer Madneſs. 


Ser. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Duke Orſs- 


no's is return'd, I could hardly entreat him back; he at- 
tends your Ladyſhip's Pleaſure. e. 
Oli. I'll come to him. s 


Good Mavis, let this Fellow be look d to. Where's my 


Uncle Toby? let ſome of my People have a ſpecial care of 
him, 1 would not have kim miſcarry for the Half of my 

Mal. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? No worſe 
Man than Sir Toby to look to me! This concurs directly 


with the Letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that I may ap- 


pear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the Let- 


ter. Caſt thy humble Slough, ſays ſhe; be oppoſite with 


a Kinſman, ſurly with Servants, let thy Tongue tang with 
Arguments of State, put thy ſelf into the Trick of Singu- 


larity, and conſequently ſets down the manner how; as a 


fad Face, a reverend Carriage, a {low Tongue, in the Habit 
bf ſome Sir of Note, and fo forth. I have lim'd ber, but 
it is Fove's doing, and Fove make me thankful; and when 


| ſhe went away now, let this Fellow be look d to: Fellow! 


Not Malvolio, nor after my Degree, but Fellow. Why 


every thing adheres together, that no Dram of a Scruple, no 


Scruple of a Scruple; no Obſtacle; no incredulous or unſafe 
Circumſtance What can be ſaid ? Nothing that can be, 
can come between me, and the full Proſpect of my Hopes. 

Well yo, not 1, is the Doer of this, and he is to be 
thanked. | | 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria. 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the Name of Sanity ? Ifall 
the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himſelf 


poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 


Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir? 
How is't with you, Man? 

3 I diſcard you; let me enjoy my Privacy: 
Go 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend ſpeaks within him; did 
not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have Ke 
Care of him. 

Mal. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

Sir Tv. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt deal gently 
with him; let him alone. How do you, Malvolio? How 
is t with you? What Man, defie the Devil; — he's 
an Enemy to Mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay 3 
Mar. La you! and you ſpeak ill il of the Devil, how he _ 


takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewitch d. 


Fab. Carry his Water to th' wiſe Woman. 
Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to Morrow Morni 
A. live. My | Lady would not loſe him — than 1 


J. 

Mal. How now, Miſtreſs? | 

Mar. © Lord. 

Sir To. 2 bo 
you not ſee you move him? let me alone with him. 


Fab. No way but Gentleneſs, gently, gently; the Fiend 
is rough, and will not be — I us d. 


_ hy how now my Bawcock? How doſt thou Chuck? 
Sir. 


Sir To. Ay Biddy, come with me. What Man, tis not 


I ſor Gravity to play at Cherry: pit with Satan. Hang him 


foul Collier. 


Mar. Get him to ſay lis Prayers, good Sir hows get 
1 4 55 


A 
14 0 1 warrant you, he will not hear of Godli 


Mal. Go hang your ſelyes * you are idle ſhallow 
Vor. III. is Things, 
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Things, I am not of your _—_— you — know more 
hereafter. [LEExit. 

Sir To. Is't poſſble? | 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage now, I could con- 
_demn it as an improbable Fiction. 

Sir To. His very Genius hath taken the Infection of the 
Device, Man. 

Afar. Nay, purſue kink now, leſt the Device rake Air, 
and taint. _ 

Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The Houſe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark Room and bound. 
My Neece is already in the Belief that he's mad; we may 
carry it thus forour Pleaſure and his Penance, till our very 
Paſtime tired out of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on 
him; at which time we will bring the Device to the Bar, 
and crown | thee for « 4 Finder of Madmen; but ſee, but 


ſee. 
Enter Sir Andrew. 
Fab. More Natter for a May Morning. 
Sir And. Here's the Challenge, read it: 1 warrant there's 
| Vinay and Pepper int. 
Is ſo law cy? ? 
Sir And. Ay, ist? I warrant hin: Do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. | [Sir Toby reads. 
Mauth, whatſcever thou art, thor art but a 4 Fellow. 
Fab. Good and valiant. 
Mind why I ds 


Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy 
call thee fo, for I will ſhew thee no Reaſon for t. 
| Fab. A good Note. that keeps you from the Blow of 
n_ com ſt to the Lady Olivia, and i abt ſh 
Sir To. Thou tot ia, and in my Si e 
u es thee kindly; but thou lieſt in thy Throat, that i nor the 
matter I challenge thee for. 
| Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good Senſe-leſ. 
Sir To. I will way. lay thee going home, where if i it * thy 
Chance to kill me 
Fab. Good. : 
Sir To. Thou b me ns Rogue anda villain. 
Fab. $:ill you keep och windy Side of the Law : Good. 
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Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one of our 
Souls: he may have mercy upon mine but my Hope is better, 
and ſo look to thy ſelf. Thy Friend as thou uſef him, and thy 

k. 


orn Enemy, Andrew Ague-c 


Sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot : 
I'll give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit Occaſion for't: He is now in 
ſome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him atthe Corner 
of the Orchard like a Bum-Baily; fo ſoon as ever thou ſeeſt 
him, draw; and asthoudraw'ft,ſwear horribly ; for it comes 
to paſs oft, that a terrible Oath, with a ſwaggering Accent 
ſharply twang d off, gives Manhood more A pprobation than 
ever Proof it ſelf would have earn'd him. Away. 


Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [ Exit. | 


Sir To. Now will not 1 deliver his Letter; for the Be- 


haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be of 
good Capacity and Breeding; his lmployment between his 
Lord and my Neice, confirms no leſs; therefore this Lets 


ter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no Terror in 
the Youth; he will find that it comes from a Clod-pole. 


But, Sir, 1 will deliver his Challengeby Word of Mouth; 


ſet upon Ague · cheeł a notable Report of Valour, and drive 
the Gentleman, as I know his Youtk will aptly receive it, 
into a moſt hideous Opinion of his Rage, Skill, Fury, and 
Impetuoſity. This will fo fright them both, that they 
wi kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices. 
Euter Olivia and Viola, 

Fab. Here hecomes with your Neice; give them way, 

'till he take leave, and preſently after him. 


Sir To. I will meditate the while pon ſome horrid 


Meſſage for a Challenge. [ Exeunts 
Oli, I have faid too much unto a Heart of Stone, * 
And laid mine Honour too unchary on't. 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my Fault; 
But ſuch a head- ſtrong potent Fault it t i, 
That it but mocks Reproof. 
Vio. With the ame haviour that your Paſſion bears,” 
Goes on my Maſter's Grief. 
Oli. Here, wear this 2 for "OY nr} 


| 
| 
3 
| 
| 


ſome kind of Men, that put Quar 


—— 
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Refuſe it not, it hath no Tongue to vex you: Y 


And I beſeech you come again to Morrow. 
What ſhall you ask of packs Vil deny, 
That Honour, ſav d, may upon asking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true Love for my Mafter. 

Oli. How with mine Honour may I give him that, 
Which 1 have given to you. | 

Vio. I will acquit you. „ 

Oli. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well. 

A Fiend like thee-might bear my Soul to Hell. [ Exit. 
Euter Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee, 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That Defence thou haft, betake thee to't; of what 
Nature — pry DIY — know not; but 

thy Intercepter full ot Deſpight, bloody as the Hunter, at- 

tends thee at the Och ird End; diſmount thy Tuck, be 
are in thy Preparation, fer thy Aſſailant is quick, skilful, 
and deadly. 5 CT” * 

Vis. You miſtake, Sir. Iam ſure no Man hath any Quar- 
rel to me; my Remembrance is very free and clear from 
any Image of Offence done to any Man, * 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; therefore, 
if you hold your Life at any Price, betake you to your Guard, 
fer yaur Oppoſite hath in him, what Youth, Strength, 
| Skill and Wrath can furniſh a Man withal. | 
Vis. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 2 
Sir To. He is Knight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 

on Carpet Conſideration, but he is a Devil in private Brawl; 
Souls and Bodies hath he divorc'd three; and his Incenſe- 
ment at this Moment is ſo implacable, that Satisfaction 
can be none but by Pangs of Death and Sepulcher : Hob, 
nod, is his Word; give't or take'r. 
Vio. I will return again into the Houſe, and defire ſome 

Conduct of the Lady. I am no fighter. I have heard of 
: y on others 
to taſte their Valour: Belike this is a Man of that Quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no: His Indignation drives it ſelf out of a 
very competent Injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
his Deſire, Back you ſhail not to the Houſe, unleſs you under- 


— 


ſuch a Vi 
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take that with me, which with as much ſafety 7 you might 
anſwer him; therefore on, or ſtrip your Sword ſtark na- 
ked; for meddle you * that's certain, or forſwear to 
wear Iron about you. = 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do me 
this courteous Office, as to know of the Knight what my 
Offence to him is: It is ſomething of my Negligence, no- 
thing of my Purpoſe. 

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 


Gentleman till my Return. [Exiz-Sir Toby. 


Vio, Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 
Fab, I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, even t5- 


a mortal Arbitrement, but nothing of the Circumſtance more. 


Vio. I beſeech you what manner of Man is he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful Promiſe to read him by 
his Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof of his 
Valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moſt skilful, bloody, and fa-- 
tal that you could poſſibly have found in any part 
of Uhria: Will you walk towards him? 1 will make your 
Peace with him, if Il can. 

Vio. I ſhall be much bound to you fort: I am one that 
had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight: I care not 
who knows ſo much of my Mettle. [ Exeumt. 
Eater Sir Toby or Sir Andrew. | 
Sir To. Why Man, he's a very Devil; 1 have not ſeen 
: I had a Paſs with him, Rapier, Scabbard 
and all; be gives me the Stuck in with ſuch a mortal 
Motion, that it is inevitable; and on the Anſwer, he pays 
you as ſurely as your Feet hit the Ground they ep ou. 

hey ſay, he * been Fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. A) , but he will not now be pacificd. 

Fabian can ſcarce hold him. 

Sir And. Plague on'r, and I thought he had been vali- 
ant,and ſo cunning in Fence, Id have.ſeen him damn d ere 
I'd have challeng'd him. Let him 5 the matter flip, and 
I'll give him my Horſe, grey 

Sir To. I'll make the Motion; and here, make a | 
Shew on'r, this ſhall end without the Perdition of Souls; 
marry [11 ride your Horſe as well as 1 ride you. 

DS OOO Euter 
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Enter Fabian and Viola. 

I have his Horſe to take up the Quarrel, I vn perſuade 

him the Youth's a Devil. [To Fabian. 

Fab. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a Bear were at his Heels. 

Sir To. There's no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's Oath fake: Marry he hath better bethought him o his 
Quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarceto be worth talking of; 
therefore draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he pro- 
teſts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a Man. 

Fab. Give Ground if you ſee him furious. 

Sir Jo. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no Remedy; the Gen- 
tleman will for his Honour's ſake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it; but he has promis'd me, 
as he is a Gentleman and a Soldier, he will nat hurt you. 
Come on, tot. [They draw. 

Sir And. Pray God he keep his Oath. | 
Enter Antonio. 
Vis. | do aſſure you tis againſt my Will. 
Ant. Put up your Sword; if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the Fault on me; | 
It you offend him, I for him defie you. [Prawmg. 
Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you? 
An. One, Sir, that for his Love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. | 
Sir To. Nay, if you be an Undertaker, I am for you.[ Draws. 
Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the Officers. 

Sir To. Vil be with you anon. 


Vio. Pray, Sir, our Sword up if 

eee e 
Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis d you 
1 Word. He will bear you eaflg, and 
reins we | 
1 Off: This is the Man, do thy Office. 
2 Off. Antonio, I arreſt thee at the Suitof Duke 2 
2 You do miſtake me, Sir. | 


1 Off, No, We {know your Faroe we, 
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Tho now you have no Sea- cap on your Head. 
Take him away, he knaws I know him well. 

Ant. | muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you ; 
Bu: there's no Remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? Now my Neceſſity 
Makes me to ask you for my Purſe. It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befa'ls my ſelf; You ſtand amaz d, 
But be of Comfort. 

2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 

Ant. 1 muſt intreat of you ſome of that Glide: 
Vio. What Moay, Sir? 
For the fair Kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent Trouble, 
Out of my lean and low Ability 
Pl lend you ſomething; my having is not much, 
mM — Diviſion of my Preſent with 8 
Hold, there's half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 


let poſſible, that my Deſerts to you 


Leſt that ic make me fo unſound a Man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe Kindneſſes 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by Voice, or any Feature. 
] hate lagratitude more in a Man. 
Than Lying. Vainneſs, Babling 3 
Or any Taint of Vice, wheſe ſtrong Ins. 
Inhabits our frail Blood. 

Aut. Oh Heav'ns themſelves! 

2 "WF Come, Sir, I pray you go. 

Let me ſpeak alittle. This Youth that youſeebere, 

I f. — one Half out of the Jaws of Death, 
Reliey'd him with ſuch Sanctity of Love, 
And to his Image, which methought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable Worth, did I Devotion. 

1 Off. What's that to us? the Time goes by; away. 

Ant. But oh, how vild an 1dol proves this God! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good Feature ſhame, 


C4 „ 


Can lack Perſuaſion ? Do not temp: my Miſery; 
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In Nature there's no Blemiſh but the Mind : 
None can be call'd Deform'd but.the Unkind. 
Virtue is Beauty, but the beauteous Evil 
Are empty Trunks, o'erflouriſh'd by the Devil. 

1 Off. The Man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. Exit. 
I io. Methinks his Words 30 from ſuch Paſſion "ye 
That he believes himſelf; ſo do not I: 
| Prove true Imagination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear Brother, be now ta'en for you. 

Sir To, Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; wel 
Whiſper o'er a Couplet or two of moſt Gage Sawss 

Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my Brother know 
Yet living in my Glaſs, even ſuch, and fo 
In Favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this Faſhion, Colour, Ornament, 
For him I imitate : Oh if it prove, 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt Waves freſh in Love. [ Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry Boy. and more a Coward 
than a Hare; his Diſhoneſty appears in leaving his Friend 
| here in Neceſſity, and denying him; and for his Coward- 
thip ask Fabian. 


Fab. A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 


Sir And. Slid I'll after him again, and beat him. 


Sas Km ond thereby wok 
Sir And. And I do not. 


Fab. Come, let's ſee the Event, t 
Sr To, I care. lay ny Mony * yet. 
; Ear 


It. 
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ACT 1V. SCENE 1: 
SCENE the Sree. 


Enter Sebaſtian and Clown, 
| Ce, Win; you make me believe that Tam not ſent * 


Seb. Go up thou art a fooliſh Fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee... 
| Ch. Well held out i faith: No, 1 do not know you, nor 
I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come ſpeak. 
with her; nor your Name is not Maſter Ceſario, nor this 
is not my Noſe neither; nothing that is fo, is ſo. 
Seb. I prethee vent thy Polly ſomewhere elſe, thou 
know'ſt not me. | 
Cb. Vent my Folly! He has heard that Word of ſome 
great Man, and now applies it to a. Fool. Vent my Folly! - 
I am afraid this great Lubber the World will prove a Cock-. 
ney: tpretieenow und Serge geneſs and tell me what 
I Rell vor ww ay ſhall I vent to her that thou art 
coming ? | 
Seb. 1 > fooliſh Greek depart from me, there's 
— for thee,. If you tary, longer I ſhall give worſe 
ayment.. 
145 *. my 2 thou haſt ” OP Hand; t%oſe w ſe 
en that give Fools Mon ves a . 
after — Years Purchale. 28 
Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. ©. 
Sir 4nd. Now, Sir, have 1. met yon. again? There's 


for you. [Striking Sebaſtian. 
Seb. Why there's for thee, and ghere, and there: Are all 
the People mad? [Beating Sir Andrew. 


** Hold, Sir, or III throw your Dagger oer the 
ouſe. 
Cle. This will I tell my Lady trait: 1 would not be 
in ſome of your Coats for two Fence. Exit Clown. 
Sir To, Come on, Sir, bold. [Holding Sebaſtian. 
C F Six And. 


. — 
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Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to work 
with him; I have an Action of Battery a ainſt him, if 


there be any Law in Illyria; tho I ſtruck im firſt — 
Let it's no matter for that. 


Seb, Let go thy Hand, | 
Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
yourg Soldier, put up your Iron; you are well fleſh'd: 
Come on. 

Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would'ſt thou now ? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy Sword. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay then J muſt have an Ounce or 
two of this malapert Blood from you. [They draw and fight. 

Enter Olivia. 


oli Hold, Toby, on thy Life I charge thee hold. 
Sir To. Madam. 


Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the Mountains and the barbarous Caves, 
Where Manners ne er were preach'd: Out of my * 
Be not offended, dear — Ry 
 Rudesby be gone. I prethee, gentle Friend, 
3 12 Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair Wiſdom, not thy Paſſion ſwã y 
In this uncivil and unjuſt Extent 
Againſt thy Peace. Go with me to my Houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs Pranks 
This Ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May ſt ſmile at this: Thou ſhalt not chuſe but £9: 
Do not deny; beſhrew his Soul for me, 
He ftarted one poor Heart of mine in thee. | 
Seb. What Reliſh is in this? How runs the oy 
Or 1 am mad, or elſe this is a Dream. 
Let Fancy ftill my Senſe in Lethe ſteep, | 
nf Age hos to 13 ſtill ad | 
i. come I prothee, w dit be rul'd 
Seb. — I wall. = 
Oli. O fay bo, and ſo be. , D Exeunt. 


| SCENE 


. 


. 
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Lunatick. 
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SCENE II. Olivia: Hoſe. 

Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown and this Beard, 
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Curate; ; doit quickly. | 
III call Sir Toby the whilſt. _ 
Clo, Well, Fil put it on and I will diſtemble my ſelf in't; 
and I would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in ſuch a 
Gown. I am not tall enough to become the Function well, 
nor lean enough to be thought a good Student; but to be 
ſaid an honeſt Man, and a good Houſekeeper, goes as fairly 
as to ſay, a careful Man and a great . OR Compe- 
titors enter. | 

_ r Toby. 

Sir To. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. 

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for asthe old Hermit of Prague, 
— never ſaw Pen and Ink, very wittily ſaid to a Neice of 

Gorbodack, that that is, is; ſo I being Mr. Parſon, ain 
= ; for what is that, but that? and is, but is? | 
Sir Td. To him, Sir Topas. 


Cle. What hoa, I fay, Peace in this wes” | 
Sir To. The Knave countereits well; a good Knave. 


(Malyolio within. 
Mal. Who calls there? 
Clo. Sir Topasthe Curate, who c: comes to viſit Malvolio the 


| Mal. Sir Topas. Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to my Lady. 


Quo. Outhyperbolical Fiend, how vexeſt thou this Mau? 


Talkeſt thou — but of Ladies? 
Sir To. Well ſaid, Maſter Parſon. - * | 
Mal. Sir Topas, never was Man thus wrong'd, good sir 

Topas do not think I am mad; they have his me here in 

hideous Darkneſs. ; 
Cle. Fie, thou diſhoneſt Sathan ; I call thee by the moſt 

modeſt Terms, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones that will 

* — EO that Houſe 

is dark? _ Z 
I. As Hell, Sir Topas. 


9 1 
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Clo. Why it hath bay Windows tranſparent as Barica- 
does, and the clear Stones towards the South North are as 
luſtrousas Ebony; and yet complaineſt thouof Obſtruction? 

3 I am not mad, Sir Topas, 1 lay to you this Houſe 
is dar 

Clo. Mad-man, thou erreſt; 1 fay there is no Darkneſs 
but Ignorance, in which thou art — puzzled than the 

Egyptians in their Fogg. 

Mal. 1 fay this Houſe is as dark as 1 though 
Ignorance were as dark as Hell; and I ſay there was never 
Man thus abus d; I am no more ee make 
* - kh; in 2 conſtant 4 

What is Opinion © 0 oras, concerning 
Wild- fowl? ws 
Mal. That the Soul of our Grandam might happily in- 
| habir a Bird, 
+ Clo. What think'ſt thou of his Opinion? 
1 Aal. | think nobly of the Soul; and no way approve bis 
pinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: Remain thou till in Darkneſs; chou 
ſualt hold th Opinion of Pychagoras, ere Iwill allow of thy 

Wits, and ſear to kill a Weodcock, leſt — ar the 
Houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee _ 

Mal. Sir Fry 256 Sir Topas. 

Sir To. My moft exquiſite Sir 

Clo Nay, I am for all Waters. 

Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy Brat 
and Gown, he ſees thee not. 

Sir To: To him in thine own Voice, and bring me Word 
| how thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid of this Knave- 

ry. If he may beconveniently deliver d, I would he were, 
for I am no fo far in offence with my Neice, that I can- 
not purſue with any Safety this Sport to the upſhot. Come 


by and by to my Chamber. Exit. 
Clo. Hey Robin, Joly Robin, tell me hew m1 Lady does. 
Longe. 
Mal: Fool. | 
Clo. My Lady is anking; perdie; | 
Mal. Fool. 


Elo. Las, why is ſhe ſot 
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Nal. Fool, I ſay. 
Clo. N das - 

Mal. Good Foo ol, as ever thou wile deſerve well at my 
Hand, help me to a Candle, and Pen, Ink, and Paper; as I 
Gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for t. 

Mr. Malvolio! 
Mal. Ay, good Fool. | 
Clo, Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five Wits? 
Mal. Fool, n ſo notoriouſly abus d; 
I am as well in my Wits, Fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well! then then art mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your Wits than a Fool. 

Mal. They have here propertied me; keep me in dark- 
nels, inn 
face me out of my Wits. 

Clo. Adviſe you what you jlay : The Miniſter is here. 
Malvolio, Mal volio, thy Wies 4 2 Endea- 


dour thy ſelf to ſleep, tad hve thy vain bibble. babble. 
Mal. Sir Topas. 


Clo. Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow. 


Who I, Sir, nt I, Sir. God buy you, good Sir ipas 
Amen. I will, Sir, 1 will, Sir. "= 
Mal. Fool, Fool, Fool, I fay. 


GA to, be punt, Wet ip you, et Lum fun 
for ſpeaking to you. 


Mal. Good Fool, help me to fome 
| * tell thee Lam a well | in my Wits, as any Man 


in | 

n Sir. 

Mal. By this Hand I am: "Good Boob fone Ink, Paper: 
and Light, and convey what I will ſet down to my La- 
dy: lt ſhall advantoge thee: ors, then oves-the bearing... 
of Letter did. 

Clo. I will he you to't. Dt ll ne true, are. you not 
mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit? ?? 
Aal. Believe me, Iam not: I tell thee true. 


Que. Nay, Iller believes Mad-man ail ee his Brains. 
I will fetch you Light, and Paper, and Ink. | 

| Mal. Fool, + A vighelt degrees, 
1 prethee be gene. 


Cle 


| Cries ah ha! to the Devil: 
Like a mad Lad, pair thy Nails, Dad, oY 
| Alien good Man Drivel. [ Exit. | 


SCENE III. 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This is the Air, that is the glorious San, 
This Pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and fee't. 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet tis not madneſs. Where's Anthonio then? 
1 could not find him at the Elephant, 
Vet there he was, and there I found this Credit, 
That he did range the Town to ſeek me out. 
| His Contnihd tome ht do me golden Service; 
For tho my — well with my Senſe, 
That 8 may * — Error, but no Madneſs, 91 
| Yet doth this Accident and Flood of Fortune, = 
So far exceed all Inſtance, all Diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine Eyes, 
And v le with my Reaſon that — me | | 
To any other Truſt, — en, - . | 
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1 

11 Cle. I am gone, g, and avon, Sir, Singing. 
1 - — 2 f . 
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iq Who with Dogger of Laib, 1p and bio Wrath, 


— 
—— — 
— 22 
4g — 8 8 


w - — wood; + — 


Ss = _ 
* a ' 
* 
** 2 
5 4 wa 2 "x . 
* 12 
9 — — 4. er - #.4 — 
— p 29 — - > 
— 


—— = A 
- 
- > OD ES — ED „„«ͤ T_T - wt — —_— —— 
— — — - = 
_— * . re of - 0 
„ — —— * 
2 252 + wes — 4 32 
- - 4 
- — - . — - 


4 
. 
1 
. a 5 
2 
# 
[ 
* 


Or elſe the Lady's mad; yet if 'twere ſo, 
She could not ſway her Houſe, command her Followers b 


Take, and give back Affairs, and their dif + 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable 
As I perceive ſhe does: There's ſomething ine 
That is deceivable, But here the Lady comes. 
Enter Olivia and Prieft. | 
ol. Blame not this haſte of mine: If you mean well; 
Now go with me, and with this holy Man 
Into the Chantry by; there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated Roof, N i 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your Faith, ON 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful Soul 


May 


— 
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May live at Peace. He ſhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our Celebration 
According to my Birth. What do you ſay ? 

Seb. I'll follow this good Man, and go with you, 
And having ſworn Truth, ever will be true. 


Oli. Then lead the way, good Father, and Heav'ns ſo ſhine, 
That they may — note this Act of mine. euren. 


— 
— — 


ACT v. SCENE 1 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 


Tab. OW, as thou lov't me, let me ſte this Letter, 
| Clo. Good Mr. Do ak = . — Re- 
_ queſt. | 
Fab. Any thing. 
Clo. Do not deſire to fee this Latte, 


Fab. This is to give a Dog, and in recompence dee Ty 


m again. 

hos Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 
Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, Friends Z 
Clo. „ Sir, we are ſome ot her Trappi 


I know thee well; how doll thou, may good | 
Flow? as 
Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my Foes, and the worſe 


for my Friends - | 
Duke. Juſt the contrary; the better far thy Friends, 
_ Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. | | 
Duke. How can that be? 5 
Clo. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an AG of 
me; now my Foes tell me plainly, I am an Aſs: So that 
by my Foes, Sir, I profit in the Knowledge of my ſelf, 
and my Friends I am abuſed: So that Conclufions to 
be as Kiſſes, if your four Negatives make your two af. 
i firmatives, who then the worſe for my n and the 


better for my 
Dake, Why this is excellent. 
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and let your Fleſh and Blood obey it. 
faying is, the third pays for all: 


| throw; If 


With which ſuch 
With the moſt noble Bottom of our Fleet, 
That yery Envy, and the Tongue of. Loſs 

| Cry'd Fame Honour oa him. What's the matter y 
1 Offi. Orſino, this is that Antonio. 

That took the ——— raught from Candy, 
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Clio. 1 Sir, no; tho! it pleaſe you to be one 


of my Fri 


Dyke. Thou ſhall. not be the worſe for me, there's 


Gold. 


Cloe. But that it would be double-deaing, Sir, I would 
you could make it another. 

Duke. O you give me ill Counſel. 

Cle. Put your Grace in your Pocket, Sir, for this once; 


Duke. well I will be ſo much a Sinner to be a double- 


dealer: There s another. 


Clo: Primo, Secundo, ; Twi, is a good Play, and the old 

triplex, Sir, is a good 

hong Meaſure, or the Bells of St. Benner, Sir, may put 
you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. „ y out of me at this 

—— ow I am here to 

ſpeak with ee it may a- 


b — my Bounty further. 


Clo. Marry. Sir, lullaby to your Bounty till I come. a- 
Igo, Sir; but 1 would not have you to think, that 


gain Jefire of having is the Sin of te, but, as 


ſay, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it 
— [Exit Clown, 
Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Duke. That Face of his I do remember well; 
Vet when I faw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of War: 

A bawbling Veſſel. was he Captain of, 


For ſhallow Draught and Bulk unprizable, 
ach Farhful 'Grapple did he make, 


bew I loſt his Leg: 
Gebert of Shame and See, 1 


„ «1. 
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In private Brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide, 
But in conclufion put ſtrange Speech upon me, 
I know not what *rwas, but Diſtraction. | 
Duke. Notable Pirate, thou falt Water Thief, _ 
What fooliſh Boldneſs brought thee to their Mercies, 
Whom thou in Terms ſo bloody, and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine Enemies? | 

Ant. Orſino: Noble Sir, 


he pleas'd, that I ſhake off theſe Names you give me: 


Antonio never yet was Thief, or Pirate; 
Though 1 — on Baſe and Ground enough, 
Orſinos Enemy. A Witchcraft drew me hither: 
That moſt ungrateful Boy, there by your Side, 
From the rude Sea's enrag'd and foamy Mouth 
Did I redeem; a Wrack paſt Hope he was: 
His Life 1 gave him, and did thereto add 
My Love without Retention, or Reſtraint; 
All this in Dedication. For his Sake, 
Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his Love) 
Into the Danger of this adverſe Town. 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet; 
Where being apprehended, his falſe Cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in Danger) | 
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty Years removed thing, ou 
While one would wink ; deny'd me mine own Purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not half an Hour before. | 

Vio. How can this be? 


| Duke. When came he to this Town? _— 
Au. To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before 


No Interim, not a minute's Vacancy, 
Both Day and Night did we keep Company. 
Enter Olivia and Attendants. 


Duke. Here comes the Counteſs; now Heay'n walks on- 


Earth 


But for thee, Fellow ; Fellow, thy Words are Madneſs: = 


Three Months this Youth hath tended 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 


mes 
on 
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Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario. you do not keep Promiſe with me. 


As howling after Mufick. 


To whoſe ingrate, and unauſpicious Altars, 


That ere Devotion tender d. What ſhall 1 do? 


Like to the 


That ſcrews me from my true Place in _ Fayour : 


Oli. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 


Vio. Madam. 
Dube. Gracious Olivia. 
Oli What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good my Lord 
Vie. My Lord IVI ſpeak, my Duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it be ought to the old Tune, my Lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine Ear, 


Dake. Still ſo cruel? 
Oli. Still fo conſtant, Lord. 
Date. What to Perverſenes ? you uncivil * 


My Soul the faithfull't Offerings have breath d out 


on Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall lee 


Duke. Why ſhould I not, had 1 the {Death to do it, 
Egyptian Thief, at point of 

Kill what I love? a ſavage Jealouſie, 

—— ſometimes ſavours nobly; but hear me this: 
ou to Non-Regardance caſt my Faith, 

424 dv partly I know the Iaſtrument 


co ew wd £ 2 4 © wi 


Live you the Marble-breaſted Tyrant ſtil 
But this your Minion, whom 1 know yeu love, 


And whom, by Heay'n. I ſwear, I tender , 


Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 


Where he fits crowned in his Maſter's Spight. 


Come Boy with me, m bs ee ein Miſe 
mm cicrifice the Lamb dls do love, 


To ſpight a Raven's Heart within a Dove. 
Vio. And I moſt jacond, apt, and willingly, 


To do you Reſt a thouſand Deaths — die. 


Oli. Where goes Cæſario? 
Vio. After him I love, 


More than 1 love theke Eyes, more than my Life, 
| More by all mores, than e er I ſhall love Wife. 


Puuiſh my Life, for tainting of my Lore! 1 


i. 


O welcome, Father. 


What you will. 67 


ol. Ay me, deteſted ! how am I beguil'd? 
Vie. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
oli. Haſt thon forgot thy ſelf? Is i: fo long? 
Call forth the boly Father. 
Duke. Come, away. 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Ceſario, Husband, tay. 
| Duke. Husband? | 
Oli. Ay, Husband; can he that deny? 
Duke. Her Husband, Sirrah? 


Vio. No, my Lord, not 1. 


Oli. Alas, it is the Zaſeneſs of thy Fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy Propriety: 
Fear not Ceſario, take thy Fortunes up, 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ſt 


Enter Prieft. 


Father, J charge thee by thy Reverence | 
Here to unfold, tho lately we intended 
To keep in Darkneſs, what occaſion row = 
Reveals before tis ripe ; what thou doſt know | 
Hath newly paſt between this Youth and me. 
Prieſt A Contract of eternal Bond of Love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your Hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of Lips, 
Strengthned by enterchangement of Rings, 
And all the —— of this Canes -- 
Seal'd in my Function by my Teftimony: 
Since when, my Watch hath rold me, toward my Grave 
I have travell'd but two Hours 
Dake. O thou diſſembliag Cub; what wilt thou be 
When Time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy Caſe? 
Or will not elſe thy Craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own Trip fhall be thine Overthrow? 
Fare wel, and take her, but direct thy Feet, 
Where thou and 1, henceforth, may never meet. 
Vio. My Lord, I do proteſt... — 
Oli. O do not ſwear; 
How little Faith, the thou haſt too anc Fear! 


63 Twalrrn-Nienr: Or, 


Euter Sir Andrew with his Head broke. 5 
Sir And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and ſend one 
preſently to Sir Toby, TOES 
Oli. What's the matter? | 
Sir And. Has broke my Head a- croſs, and given Sir Toby 
a bloody Cox comb too: For the Love of God your help. 
I had rather than forty Pound I were at home. 
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 2 


Sir And. The Count's Gentleman, one Ceſario; we took 


him for a Coward, but he's the very Devil incarnate. 
Duke. My Gentleman Ceſario? 1 
Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is: You broke my Head 
for Ms and that that 1 did, I was ſet on to dor by 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you: 


| You drew your Sword upon me without Cauſe, 
But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 
f Enter Sir Toby and Clown, 


Sir And. If a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes Sir halting, you ſhall hear more; but if he had 
not been in drink, he would have tickled you other-gates 
than he did. | 

| Duke. How now, Gentleman? how is't with you? 
Sir To. That's all one, ha's hurt me, and there's an end 
on't; Sot, didſt ſee Dick Surgeon} Sot ? 3 
Cie. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes 
were ſet at eight i'th* Morning. 

Six Tv. Then he's a Rogue after a paſſy meaſures Pavin: 
I hate a drunken Rogue, 
Oli. Away with him: Who bath made this havock 
with them | 


Sir And, Ill help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt 
- 


Vi 15. Will youhelpan Aſs-head, and a Coxcomb, and a 
| Knave, a thin fac'd Knave, a Gull? Exc. Clo. To. & And. 


Oli. Get him to Bed, and let his Hurt be lock d to. 


„ Euter Sebaſtian. . 
Seb, I am ſorry, Madam, I have hurt Uncle: 
But had it been the Brother of my Blood, 
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1 muſt have done no leſs with Wit and Safety. 
You throw a ſtrag n 
I do perceive it bach 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the Vows 
| We made each other, but fo late ago. . 
Duke. One Face, one Voice, one Habit, and two Perſons; 
A natural perſpective, that is, and is not. | 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the Hours rack'd and tortur'd ms, 


Since I have loſt thee? 
| Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
| Seb. Fear'd thou that, Antonio? 
( Ant. Tow here you 2. Dirifos of your d 


An Apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two Creatures. Which i ls Sebaſtian ? 
Oli. Moſt Wonderful! 
Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a Brother: 
Nor can there be a Deity in my Nature - 
Of here and every where. I had a Siſter, 
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have devour'd: 
Of Charity, what kin are you to me? [To Viola: 
What Countryman? what Name? what Parentage ? . 
io. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my Brother too: | 
d So went he ſuited to his watery Tomb. 
* IT WIS any ac, 
8 You come to 
Seb, A Spirit I am l 
* But am in that Dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the Womb I did participate. 
4 n 
I Tears let fall upon your Check, 
| And ſay, thrice welcome — Viola. 
Vio. My Father bad a Mole upon his Brow. 
Seb. And ſo had mine. 

Via. And d d that day when Vols from her Birth | 
Had numbred thirteen Years. £ Z 
Seb. O that Record is lively in my Soul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal Act | 
. 


Vip 


7 TwrLrTw-Nicur: Or, 


Vio. If nothing letts to make us happy both, 
But this my Maſculine uſurp'd Attire; 
Do not Embrace me, till each Circumſtance 
Of Place, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump 
That 1 am Viola; which to confirm, 
[It bring you to a Captain in this Town 
Where lye my Maiden Weeds; by whoſe gentle help 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this Noble Duke. 8 
All the Occurrence of my Fortune ſince | 
Hath been bet veen this Lady, and this Lord. 


Seb. So comes it, Lady. you have been miſtook : [Tp Oli, 


But Nature to her Bias drew in that. 7 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv'd, 
You are b«troth'd both ro a Maid and Man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd, right Noble is his Blood: 
If this be ſo, as yet the Glais ſeems true, | 
1 ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy Wreck, 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand Times, [ Io Viola, 
Thou never ſhould't love Woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſ wear, 
And all thoſe {wearings keep as true in Soul, 
As doth that orbed Continent the Fire 
That fevers Day from Night. 
Duke. Give me thy Hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy Woman's Weeds, 
Vio. The Captain that did bring me firſt on Shore, 
Hath my Maids Garments: He upon ſome Action 
Is now in Durance, at Malvolio's Suit, | | 
A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady's. | 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolis hither, 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor Gentleman, he's much diſtract. 
Enter the Clown with a Letter and Fabian. 
A moſt exacting Frenzy of mine own 3 
From my Remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 
How does he, Sir rah? 66 
Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the Staves 
end as well as a Man in his Caſe may do: H'as here writa 
Letter to you, I ſhould have given't ycu to day Morning. 
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But as a mad Man's Epiſtles are no Goſpels, fo it skills not 
much when they are deliver'd. | 
Oli. Open't and read it. 
_ Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the Fool deli- 
vers the Mad-man—— By the Lord, Madam. [ Reads. 
Oli. How now, art thou mad? | 
Clo. No, Madam, I do but read Madmeſs: And your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you mult allow 
Vox. „„ | | 
Oli. Prithee read it i thy right Wits. FOR 
Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right Wits, is 
to read thus: Therefore perpend, my Princeſs, and give 
Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. | I Io Fabian. 
Fab. Reads. ] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, and 
the World ſhall know it: Though you have put me into Dark- 
neſs, and given your drunken Uncle Rule over me, yet have I 
benefit of my Senſes as well as your Ladyſhip. I have your 
own Letter, that induced me to the ſemblance I putt on; with 
the which I doubt not, but to do my ſelf much Right, or you 
much Shame: Think of me as you pleaſe: I leave my Duty a 
little unthought of, and ſpeak out of my Injury. 
Bo. IE The madly us'd Malxolio. 
O/;. Did he write this? . 5 
Clo. Ay, Madam. 
Duke. This favours not much of Diſtraction. 
Oli. See bim deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither. 


My Lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 


To think me as well a Siſter, as a Wife. EF 
One Day ſhall crown th' Alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you; 
Here at my Houſe, and at my proper : 
Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t'embrace your Offer. 
Your Maſter quits you; and for your Service done him, 
So much againſt the Metal of your Sex, [To Viola, 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender Breeding, 
And fince you call'd me Maſter, for fo long: 
Here is my Hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your Maſter's Miſtres. 0 
Oli. A Siſter, you are ſne. 


Enter 


| Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf and Toby 


72 TwWwELITTHNT RT: Or, 


Enter Malvolio. 
Duke. Is this the mad Man? | 3 
Oli. Ay, my Lord, this fame: How now A 2 
Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong. ; 
Notorious Wrong. 77 | 
Dl. Have I, Malvolio? No. 5 : 
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that Letter, 

You muſt not now deny it is your Hand. 
| Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phraſe, 

Or ſay tis not your Seal, nor your Invention; 

Lou can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of Honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of Favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling. and es yt to you, 
To put on yellow Stockings, to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter People? 
And acting this in an obedient Hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark Houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious Geck or Gull 
That cer Invention plaid on? Tell me why? 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my Writing, 
Tho, I confeſs. much like the Character: 
But, out of queſtion, cis Marias Hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch Forms, which here were preſuppos d 
Upon thee in the Letter: Prithee be content, 
This Practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plantiff and the Judge | 
Of thine own Cauſe. 5 
| Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak, plea 

And let no Quarrel, nor no Brawl to come, 

Taint the Condition of this preſent Hour, 
Which 1 have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 


HI we Her ee fed po 


—_ - #7 --28- 


Set this Device againſt Malzolio here. 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous Parts 
We had conceiy'd againſt him. Maria writ RE 
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The Letter, at Sir $ importance, | 
In recom 3 Married her. 
= with a ſportful Malice it was follow d, 

ay rather plack on * ＋ than Revenge, 

at — WE 8 ESI 
The have on both fides mo | 
Oli. Alas, poor Fool! — they baffled thee? 
Clo. Why ſome are born Great, ſome atchieve Greatneſs, 
and ſome Row Greatneſs thrown upon them. Iwas one, 
Sir, in this Interlude, one Sir-Topas, Sir, but that's all one: 
By the Lord, Foeh | am not mad; but do you remember, 
Madam, why laugh you at ſuch abarren-Raſeal ? And you 
ſmile not he's gagg'd : And thus the Whirl-gigg of Time 
brings in his Revenges. 
Mal. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of ou. [Exit 
Oli, He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus d. | 
Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a Peace: 
He hath not told us of the Captain yet; 5 
When that is known, and gglden Time convents, 
A ſolemn Combination be made 
Of our dear Souls. Mean time, ſweet Sifter,. Þ 
We will 2 hence. an 5 
(For ſo you ſhall be, while, you arc a Man;) 
But when in other Habits you are ſeen, ? ; 
. — and his Fancy's „ bene. 


© Clown fings,. 
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oral 
A fooliſh ching was but a Toy, _ 
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Gainſt 22 and Thieves Men 2 their Gate, 
| For the Rain, &c. 


But when I came at laſt to Wiee, 
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the Rain, 
But when I came unto my Beds, - 


For 


&c. 
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With Toſs-Pots 


Rain, &c 


ſtill 


For 
ens while ago the World begun, 
&c. - | 
all one, our Play 


Day. 
Exit. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 
Eontes, King of Sicilia. 

"—- Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 

Mamillus, Yowng Prince of Sicilia. 

Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 

Camilo, 


Antigon us, ( _— 
— Sicilian Lords. 


Dion, 

Archidamus, à Bohemian Lord. | ; 
cla Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita, | : 
Clown, his Son. 1 

Autolicus, 4 Rogue. 


— 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. BEE 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, Y 
| Paulina, Wife to Antigonus; 

Emilia, 4 Lady attending on Hermione, 


1 * EN gs. 


8 0 E. N E 5 in Sicilia, and och 
= Bohemia. 
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=; iter Camillo and Archidamus. 
ARC HIDAMUsS. 177 
F you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Babe- 
mia, on the like occafion whereon my 
Services are now on foot, you ſhall ſee, 
as I have ſaid, great difference betwixt 
our Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 
Cam. I think. this coming Summer, 
| : the King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia 
the Vilitation which he juftly owes him. a 
Arch. Wherein our Entertainment ſhall ſhame us: We 
will be juſtified in our Loves; for indeed: 
Cam. *Beſcech you 5 | 
Arch. Verily ſhea it inthe freedomof my knowledge; 
we cannot with ſuch Magnificence — in fo rare —- j 
know not what toſay—— We will give you ſleepy Drinks, 
that your Senſes (unintelligent of our inſufficience) may, 
tho they cannot praiſe us, as little accuſe us 
* oa You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
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ire on Crutches ti he had one. [ Exennt. 


—— * — 
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Ach. Believe me, 1 as my Underftanding in- 
me, and as mine puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew wa oa over-kind to Bohemia 

they were train'd together in their Childhoods ; and there 


rooted betwixt them then ſuch an Aon, which canner 


chuſe but branch now. Since their more mature Digni- 
ties, and Royal Neceſſities, made ſeparation of their So- 
ciety; their Encounters, though not perſonal, have been 
royally attornied with enterchange of Gifts, Letters, lov- 
yg that they have ſeem'd to be together, tho 
t; ſhook hands, as over a vaſt Sea, and embrac'd as 
ie were from the ends of oppoſed Winds. The Heay'ns 


continue their Loves. 


eb. 1 think there is not in the World, either Malice 


or Matter to alter it. You have an unſpeakable comfort 


of your young Prince Mamillus: it is a Gentleman of the 


greateſt promiſe that ever came into my Note. 


Cam. I very well with you in the hopes of bim: 


It is a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phyſicks the Subject, 
makes old Hearts frech: They that went on Crutches 


ere he was born, defire yet their Life to ſee him a Man. 
Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? 


Cam. Yes, if there were no other excuſs why they 


: ſhould defire to live, 


ALreb. If the Kin had no Son, they would defire to 


SCENE it, 


1 dus; 6 Hermione, Mamillus, Polixenes, and Camillo. 


Pol. Nine changes of the watry Star hath been 


The Shepherd's Note, ſince we have left our Throne 
Without a Burthen, Time as long 


Would be fil d up, my —_ 7h our Thanks, | 


And yet we ſhould, for 


Go hence in Debt: And — like a Cypher, | 
Yet ſtanding in rich place, I multipl 
With one we thank you, may 
That go before it. 
To. Stay your Thanks a while, 


s more, 


2 r 


Q@ 09 


nd 


Perfix'd for's parting: Yet, good heed, Leontes, 


Th! Wintsr's TALE. 79 


And pay them when you part. 
Pol. Sir, that's to Morrow: 


| I am queſtion'd by my Fears of what may chance, 


Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping Winds at home, to make us ſay, | 
This is put forth too truly: Beſides, I have ſtay d 
To tire your Royalty. N 
Leo. We are tougher, Brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 3 
Fol. No longer ſtay. 
Leo. One ſev'n Night longer. 
Pol, Very ſooth, to Morrow, 
Leo. We'll part the time between's then: and in that 
I'll no gain-ſaying. = 
Pol. Preſs me not, beſeech you, ſo; 3 
There is no Tongue that moves, none, none i th World 
So ſoon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now 
Were there Neceſſity in your Requeſt, alto 
rTwere needful I deny'd it, My Affairs ET, 
Do even drag me homeward; which to binder, 
Were, in your Love, a Whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a Charge and Trouble: To ſave both, 
Farewel, our Brother. 1 85 
Leo. Tongue- ty d, our Queen? | ou. 
' Her. 1 . Sir, to * peace, until 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ſtay: You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ſure 
il in Bohemia's well: This Satisfaction 
The by-gone Day proclaim'd; ſay this to him, 
He's beat from his beſt Ward. 
Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. - 5 
Her. To tell, he to ſee his Son, were ſtrong; 
But let him ſay ſo Fae . 8 
But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 
We'll thwack him hence with Diftaffs. DOT BL Oy 
Yet of your Royal Preſence, I'll adventure [To Polixenes. 


The borrow of a Week. When at Bohemia 75 
Fou take my Lord, Vil give him my Commiſſion, 


To let him there a Month, behind the Geft 


rr 


———— \ — l —— 
= \ - . 
* 4 2 "IS 
OY = hd of Tl bs — UL wo 2 MW 
N ; 9 , - _— N 
w/ 4 — LY RC NT. = y 
7 _— . — = p 7 2 
- - - _—_ . * 3 
5 — > * 
* * — — — —ccc_—_—c— ws —— — -- A Ü . 


— _ _ — —— 4 
8 — 0 
CS \ = — 
wv] n . _ i 
_— —— Ma - 
3 1 
1 — = — 3 * . . _ * C = — 
a - . ; : ms ti Av 3 2 — * 
A - = - 1 « * 
bþ *% EY | 1 Kd Y , - I. £ | . | 8 * 
= a> I * = , FRY ou = ” y — I 4 a? — - — 
ä <a . ra; 4 4m; bo SY - — — 0 
—— — 8 | * — , rw + — 5 „ ; he | 
= | , R N M * 4 2 5d # FT % 
1 * — - 
” — , oo oo re —____—_ PC ro Or O_o — 
— — ——ũW̃ ũ 2 4 - | 
= yY —— — — ba . a n 


But your kind Hoſteſs; come, n queſtion you 2 
Of my Lord's Tricks and yours, when you were Boys: 
You were pretty Lordings then? . 
Two Lads, that thought chere was no more io behind, 


Aud to be Boy eternal. 


And bleat the one at th other: What we chang d, 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 


And our weak Spirits ne er been higher rear d 
With ſtronger Blood, we ſhould have anſwer d Heaven 
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I love thee not a jar o'th' Clock behind 
What Lady ſhe her Lord. Tou Ray ? 
Pol. No, Madam. . 1 
Her. Nay, but you will. 
Fol. I may not verily, 
Her. Verily? 
Lou put me off with lmber Vows; ; but I, 


Ibo you would ſeek t'unſphere the Stars with e 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going: Verily | 


You ſhall not go; a Lady's verily is 

As potent as a Lord's. Will you go yet? 

Force me to keep you as a Priſoner, 

Not like a Gueſt? So you ſhall pay your Fees 

When you depart, and fave your Thanks. How ſay you? 
My Priſoner? or my Gueſt ? by * . 


One of them you ſhall be. 


Fol. Your Gueſt then, Madam 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offendings 
Which is for me leſs eaſie to mma N 
Than you to puniſh. 

Her. Not your Goaler 


Pol. We were, fair Queen, 
But ſuch a Day to Morrow, as to Day, 
Her. Was not my Lord 5 | | SES 
The verier Wag o 0 h two? > 
Pol. We were as twinn d Lambs, VIA did frisk ? th Sun 


Was Innocence for Innocence; we knew not 
That any did: Had we purſu'd that Life, 


Boldly, Not Guilty ; the Lmpolition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. | 


Her. By this we gather 


= 
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You have tript ſince. 
Pol. © my moſt ſacred Lady, 
Temptations have fince then AM born to's; for 

In thoſe. unfledg'd Days, was my Wife a Girl; 
' Your precious ſelf had then not crols'd the Eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. | 

Her. Grace to boot: | 
Of this make no Concluſion, left you ſay 
| Your Queen and I are Devils. Yer go on, 
Th' Offences we haye made you do, we'll anſwer, 
If you firſt ſinn d with us, and that with us 
You did r 
With any but wich us. 

Les. Is he won yet? 

Her. He'll ſtay, my Lord. | 
Lees. At my Requeſt he would not: 
Hermione, my deareſt, thou n never — 

To better Purpoſe. 
Her, Never? 55 | 
Leo. Never, but once. AM 
| Her, What? have l twice ſaid well? When was't before? 1 
I prethee tell me; Cram's with Praiſe, and makes Ents 38 
As fat as tame things: One good Decd, * 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon that. 
Our Praiſes are our Wages. You may rides 
With one ſoft Kiſs a thouſand Furlongs, ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th Goal: 
My laſt good Deed was to intreat his ſtay; 
What was my firſt? It has an elder Siſter, 
Or I miſtake you: O, would her Name were Grace, 
But once before I ſpake to th purpole? waa? 
| Nay, let me have't; 1 long. 
* Leo, Why, that was when | 
Three crabbed Months had ſowr'd themlelves t to Dea; 
Ere I could make thee thy white Hand, g 
* clepe thy ſelf, my Love; — 2 thou Pn 

I am yours for ever. | 
ue Tis Grace 1 "45 { 

y lo you now; I have ſpoke to the ſe twice; 
Ih one for ever earn d a Royal — aging ; 
"ONE Th'o: 
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Th' other, for ſome while a Friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot— — hors. LA. 

To mingle Friendſhip far, is => Bloods. ; 

I have Tremor Cordis on mem eart dances, 

But not for n Joy — This Entertaiment 

May a free Face put on; derives a Liberty 

From Heartineſs, from Bounty, fertile Boſom, 

And well becomes the Agent; 't may, I grant; 

But to be padling Palms, and pinching Fingers, 

As now they are, and making practis d Smiles IEA 

As in a Looking-Glaſs——and then to Sigh, 25 twere 

The Mort o'th' Deer; oh, that is Entertainment ns 

My Boſom likes not, nor my Bron e, 

Art thou my * 

Mam. Ay, m b 

Tie 
Why that's my Bawcock; what? has duch d) Noſe? 

They fay it is a Copy out of mine. Come, Captain, 

We muft be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, 83 

And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, © 

Are all call'd Neat. Still Virginalling | 

[Obſerving Polixenes and Hermione. 

Upon his pam How now, you wanton Calf! 

Art thou my Calf? 

Mam. er | ſhave; 

| Leo. Thou want — Paſh, an the Shoots tha: 

Io be full, like me, Yet they ſay we are 

Almoſt as like as ; Women ſay fo, 

That will ſay any thing; but were they falſe, 

As Oer-dyd Blacks, as Winds, as Waters; falſe 
As Dice are to be wilh'd, by one that fixes 5 

No Bourne twixt his and mine; pot wore it ras, | 

To ſay this Boy were like me. Come, Sir P 

Look on me with your welking Eye, ſweet Vi 

 Moſtdeareſt, my Collop Can thy Dam? may*t . 

Imagination! thou doſt ſtab to th Center. 

Thou doſt make poſſihle things not be ſo held. 

Communicat'ſt with Dreams bow can this be? 

With what's unreal, thou coactive art, 

And follow'& nothing Thin © tis s very credent, 


Thoy 
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Thou may ſt co-join with ſomething, and thou doft, 
And that commiſſion, and I find rt, 
And that to the Infection of my Brains, 
And hardning of my Brows. — 
Pol. What means Sicilia? 
Her, He ſomething ſeems unſetled. 
Pol. How? my Lord? 
Teo. What cheer? how is it with you, my beſtBrother ? 
Her. You look as if you held a Brow of much diſtraction, 
Are you mov'd, m _ | 
Leo, No, in earneſt, | 
How ſometimes Nature will betray its Folly! 
Its Tenderneſs! and make it ſelf a | Paſtime 
To harder Boſoms! Looking on the Lines 
Of my Boy's Face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three Years. and ſaw my ſelf unbreech'd, 
In my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzled, 
Leſt ir ſhould bite its Maſter, and fo prove, 


As Ornaments oft do, too d 


How like, methought, 1 then was to this Kernel, 
This Squaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend, 
Will you take Eggs for Mony? | 
Mam. No, my Lord, I'll 1 
Leo. You will! why happy Man be's dole My Brother, 
Are you fo fond of your young ono as we 
Do to be of ours? 
Pol, If at home, Sir 
He's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter; 
Now my ſworn Friend, * then mine Enemy, 
My Paratite, my Soldier, States man, all; 
He make's a Fuly's day ſhort as December, 
And with his varying Childneſs, cures in me 
Thoughts, that thick my Blood. 
Leo. So ſtands this Squire 
Offic'd with me: We two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our Brother's welcome 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap ::: 
Next to thy ſelf, and my young Royer, he's 
Apparent t to * Heart. 1 
Hey, 
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Her. If you would ſeek us, , 
We are Sin 1th* Garden: fhall's attend you there? 


Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you; you'll be found, 


Be you beneath the Sky: I am. angling now, | 
Tho' you perceive me not how I give Line, 


Go to, go to. -_. eee Her. | 


How ſhe holds up the Nib! the Bill to him 

And arms her with the boldneſs of a Wife [Exennt Po- 
lix. Her. and Attendants. Manent Leo. Mam. and Cam. 

To her allowing Husband. Gone already! 

Inch thick, Knee deep; o'er Head and Fars a fork'd one. 

Go play, Boy, ple lay—— Thy Mother plays, and L | 

Play too; but Reed a Part, whoſe Iſſue 

Will hiſs me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamour 


Will be my Knel. Go play, Boy, play There have beans 


Or I am much deceiv'd, Cuckolds ere now; 
And many a Man there is, even at this ent, 
Now while 1 ſpeak this, holds his Wife 'by th Arm, 
That little thinks ſhe has been ſluic'd in's abſence, 
And his Pond fiſh'd by his next Neighbour, by 

Sir Smile, his Neighbour: Nay there's comfort in t. 
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open d, 
As mine, againſt their Will. Should all Deſpair 
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Wculd hang themſelves. Phyfick fort there's none: 
It is a bawdy Planet, that will ftrike 

Where tis predominant; and tis powerful: think it, 
From Eaft, Weſt, North and South, be it concluded, 
No Barricado ſor a Belly. Know t. xs 
It will let in and out the Enemy, 
With Bag and Baggage: Many a thouſand of's 
Have the Diſeaſe, and feel't — How now, * 

Mam. I am like you, they ſay. 

Leo. Why that's ſome comfort. 

What? Camillo there? 
Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 


Leo. Go play, Mamillus— thow'st an honeſt the... - 
[Exis Mamilius; 


Camillo; this 


t Sir will yet ſtay longer. 
Cam. uy 


| much ado to make his Anchor hold; 


When 


” ry OHmH = mHm22riy 


erer 60 


— 
— 
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When you caſt out, it ill came home. | 
Leo. Didſt note it? 

Cam. He would not tap at your Petitions, made 

His Buſineſs more material. 

Leo. Didſt perceive it? 8 

They're here with me already; whifyring, rounding: 

Sicilia is a ſo· forth; tis far gone, 

When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How came't, Camillo, 

That he did ay BP FLY | 
Cam. At the g $ Ent 
Leo. At the Queen's be't; I xy <P be pertinents 

But ſo it is, it is net. . Was this taken 

By any underſtanding Pate but thine? 

For thy Conceit is ſoaking, will dravy in 

More than the common Blocks ; rot noted, is't, 

But of the finer Natures? By ſome Severals 

Of Head-piece extraordinary? Lower Meſſes 

Perchance are to this Buſineſs purblind ? Say. 

Cam. Buſineſs, my Lord? I think moſt underſtand. 

Bohemia ſtays here —_ - 

Leo. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here le 
Leo. Ay, but Why? 

Cam. To fatisfie your 8 and the e Eatretcs | 

Of our moſt gracious Miſtreſs. 

Leo. Satisfie ? 

Th' Entreaties of your Miſtreſs? Satisfie? —— 

Let that ſuffice. i have truſted thee, Camilla, 

With all the neareſt things to my Heart, as well 

My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Prieſt like, thou 

Haſt cleans'd my Boſom: I. from thee — 

Thy Penitent reform d; but we have * 

Deceiv'd in thy Integrity, 3 

In that which ſeems ſo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord. 
Leo. To bide upon't; thou art not honeſt; or, 

If thou inclin'ſt that way, thou art a Coward, 

Which hoxes Honeſty behind, reſtrainin 6 

From Courſe requir d; or elſe thou m Ls 

. in my ſerious Truſtt, , 

FE RD And 
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And therein negligent ; or elſe a Fool, 

That ſeeſt a Game plaid home, the rich Stake draws, 

And tak'ſt it all for Jeſt. 85 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I may be negligent, fooliſh wad fearful ; 


; In every one of theſe, no Man is free, 


But that his Negligence, his Folly, Fear, 
Among the infinite Doing of the World, 
Sometime puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent, | 
It was my Folly; if induſtriouſly Fr 
I play'd the Fool, it was ve fp Negligence, 
Not weighing well the End ; if ever 2 
To tbe , where l the Iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the Execution did cry out 

Againſt the Non-performance, 'twas a Fear 
Which oft infects the Wiſeſt: Theſe, my Lord, 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities, that Honeſty BE. 
Is never free of. But beſeech your Grace 

Be plainer with me, let me know my Treſpaſs | 

By its own Viſage ; if 1 then deny i, e 
Tis none of mine. | 
Los nn, Camille? 5 8 

But that's Doubt; you have, or wey 
Is thicker than a Cucko d's Horn) n | 
(Fer to a Viſion ſo ap & ory wo | 


Cannot be mute) or th 

My Wife is * If thou wilt, conteſs, 92 

Or elſe be i Negative, 9 
"*11_ 

My Wife's a Hobbylorſs, defiryes | 

As rank as any Flax-wench, that puts 

Cam. I would not be a Stander- by her 

My Sovereign Miſtreſs clouded fo, without 


Reſides not in that Man, 1 — | 
To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor 
Before her Troth-plight : Say t A 

My preſent Vengeance taken; *fhrew m bes 


Tou never ſpoke what did become you 


Than this, n 
As deep as that, t tho true. | 
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Leo. Is Whiſpering nothing 
Is leaning to Cheek? . Noſes? 
Kiſſing Sith infde Lip? Stopping the 
Of Laughter, with a Sigh? A Note infallible _ 

Of b Honeſty : horſing Foot on Foot? 
Skulking in Corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Hours Minutes? The Noon Midnight? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unſcen be wicked? Is this nothing? 
Why then the World, and all that's in't, is nothing; 
The covering Sky is nothing, Bobemia nothing, 

My Wife is nothing, nor nothing rar 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſcard Op Opinion, and — 
For tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my Lord. 

Leo- It is; ou lie, you lie: — 

I ſay thou h — and I hate thee, ; 
Pronounce thee a groſs Lowr, a mindleſs Slave, | 
Or elſe a Temporizer, that 
da with thine Eyes t once fee Good and Evil, 

to them both: Were my Wile's Liver 
— as her Life, the would not ive 
The running of one Glaſs 

Cam. Who do's inſect her? yy 
Leͤo. Why be that wears her like her Medal, banging = 
About his Neck, Bohemia; who, if 1 * | by 
Had Servants true about me, that bear Eyes | WM 
To ſee alike mine Honour, as their Profits, 1 
Their own Thrifes, they would do that, -z 
Which undo more : 1, and thou 1 
His Cup bearer, whom 1 from meaner Form 1 
Have bench d, and rear d to worſhi bo may'lt ſee : 
— L l thn eta ſees Heav'n, 

How I am gall hr' be · ſpice a : 
To 3 * VB 
Which Pravghe to me were ce 
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Cam. Sir, my Lord, | 
I could do this, and ihet-with ak 8 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhould not work, 
Maliciouſly, like a Poiſon: But I cannot #54 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread — 
So ſov y being honourable. 


I have! 1 thee, FT ; 
Leo. Make that thy and go rot: 
 Doſſt chink I am fo 5c d), fo unſeen, 7 


To appoint my ſelf in this Vexation ? 
Sully the Purity and Whiteneſs of my Sheets, 
Which to preſerve, is Sleep; which — 
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Waſps: 
Give Scandal to the Blood o th Prince, my Son, 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, f 
Without ripe moving tot? Wound I 6 this? ( 
Could Man fo blench? {I | 
Cam. I muſt believe you, Sir, 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia fort: TB EE 
wr that when he's remov'd, your Highneſs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at | | 
Even for your Son's fake, and thereby for ſealing | | 
The Injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms | | 
Known and ally'd to yours. _. * 
Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Eren ſo as 1 mine own Courſe have ſet down: 4 | 
III give ne E. e — 44; | 
Go then; dads ard 5 
As Friendſhip 1 wears at Feaſts, _ with Bobemis, | 
And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer, 2 of 
If from me he have wholeſome — | l 
Account me not yaur Servant. 4 ; 
TE "2 y 
4 
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Leo. This is 
Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my Hearts 
Do'r not, thou ſplirſt 1 own. 
| Cam. lil dot, m 
Lea. I will ſeem 2 3 haſt advie'd 1 me. AY ; 
Cam. O miſerable Lady: But for me! | 
What Caſe And Lin? I muſt be the Poiſoner | | | 


or. 


— 
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8 ood Polixenes, Ground to do't,. 
ls t n 


a Who in Rebellion with himſelf, "ill have 
All that are his, ſo too. To this Deed 
Promotion follows. If 1 could find Example 
Of thouſands that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't:; But fince 
Nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let Villany it ſelf forſwear t. I muſt 
Forſake the Court; To dot, or no, is certain 
To me a Break. neck. Happy Star, * now. 
Here comes 


Enter Polixenes. 1 
* This is ſtrange Methinks 1 . 1 
y rA ot ſpeak? s 
Good Day, Camillo. 
Cam. Hail, moſt Royal Sir. 
Pol. What is the News. i h Court? 
Cam. None rare, my Lord. | 
Pol. The hath on him ſuch a Countenance; 
As he had loſt ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves LET; Even now I met bim 
„ cuſtomary Co liment. — be 
' contrary, falling 
1 Lip dl mae 1. — eras fo from me, and 
So leaves me to K 
That changes thus his Mannere. 
Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 
Pol. How, dare not? do not? Do you know, and dare not ? 
Be intelligent to me, tis thereabouts: 
For to your ſelf, what you do know, y ou muſt, op 
tai a. you dare not. Good Cemil, 
Your chang'd Complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhews me mine d too; for 1 muſt be 
A Party in this Al 


#1 
\ 7 
? 
4 
« 
” 
* 
4 


teration, fin 
My ſelf thus alter d with it. 
Cam. There is a Sickneſs 5 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 
I cannor name the Diſeaſe, and it is ede 
nn 
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Pol. How caught of me? | 
Make me not ſighted like the Bafilisk. 
1 have look'd on Thouſands, who have ſped the Deer 
By my Regard, but kill'd none ſo: Camillo, 
As you are certainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc'd, which no leſs Adorns 
Our Gentry, than our Parents noble Names, 
In whoſe Succeſs we are gentle: 2 
If you know ought owhich do do's behove my * 
Thereof to be inform d, impriſon't not 
In ignorant Concealment. 
Cam. I may not anſwer. | 
Pol. A Sickneſs caught of me, and yet I well? 
I muſt be anſwer' d. Daſt thou hear, — 
1 conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, 
Which Honour do's acknowledge, whereof the ban 
1s not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What Incidency thou doſt of Harm 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near, 


Which ii do de 
nr dear it. 


Cam. Sir, I will tell you, 
e 11 Sr es 
That I think honourable; therefore mark my Counſel, 
Which muſt be ev'n as ſwiftly follow'd as 

I mean to TRA HT ms, 
3 3 Night. 


Cam. He thinks, with all Confidence nnr 
(Sr Hoi, e ee | 


F 


Forbiddenly. | 
| AO wan. beſt Blood turn 


To an infected y, and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his that did ray the beſt; 
Turm chen my freſheſt Reputation to 
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A Savour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſtril 


Where I arrive; and my Approach be ſhun d. 
Nay hated too, worſe than the great'ſt Infection 


That e er was heard, or read. 
Cam. Swear his Thought over 
By each particular Star in Heav'n, and 
By all their Influences; you may as well 
en ag bu on bg the Moon, 
5 a_ Oath remove, or Counſel ſhake 
ick of his Folly, whoſe Foundation 


Is 1 pe upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his Body. 


Pol. How ſhould this grow ? 
Cam. I know not; 147 'tis fafer to 


Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how tis * 
If therefore you dare truſt my H 


That lyes incloſed in this Trunk, which 
Shall bear along i 


mpawn'd, away to Nig 10 
Your Followers 1 will whiſper to the — 
And will by twoes, and W ne Sed Poterns; . 
Clear them o'th' City, For my faf, 11! put 
My Fortunes to your Service, which are here 
8 Be not uncertain, 
For by the Honour of my Parents, 1 3 
Have utter d Truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
] dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer 
Then cls PEE. nth: 
Thereon his Execution {worn. 
Pol. I do believe vn” 
1 aw his Heart in's Face. Gire me thy Hand | 
— . and thy Places ſhall gh 
Still neigbbour mine. are , 
My People did expe& my — * 
Two Days ago. This Jealoufic 
Eo 
uſt it as his Perſon's 4 
raided ora and, as he do's 5 
He is diſhonour'd b 1 K which erer 
Proſeſe d to him, his Revenges muſt 
ln har be made more bite pe WY 


| 
= 


** — = meim % = a 
4 1 —— —e— — ——— — — — . — wa - LY — — — — — 
* ' — — _ 


Shall I 
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Good Expedition be my Friend, and comfort 


The gracious Queen, part of bis Theam; but * 

Of his ill- tane Suſpicion. Come, Camillo, 

I will reſpect thee as a Father, if 

Thou bear'ſt my Life off hence. Let us avoid · 
Cam. It is in mine AT to command 

The Keys of all the Poſterns : Pleaſe = FO Highneſs 

To take the urgent Hour. Come, Sir oak [Exemt, 


—ʃ 


— 


Ac U. SCENE I 


Enter Hermione, 2 and Ladies. 


Tr the Boy 2 


> vane Pies 
No, „ 
I Lady. Why, m ſweet Lord? * 
Mam. You'll kiſs me hard, and pak to me, wif 
I were a Baby ſtill; I love you better. h 
A2 Lady. And why ſo. my Lord? 


Mam. Not for becauſe 
black Brows, they fax, 


Your Brows are blacker; 


Become ſome Women beſt, ſo that there be not 


Too much Hair there, but i in a Semicircle, 
Or a Half-Moon made with a Pen. 
g Who taught you this?? | | 
I learn'd it out of Womens Faces: Pray now, 
Whar C Colour be your Eye-brows? 
1 Lady. Blue, my Lord. 


Mam. Nay, that's a Mock: I have ſeen a Lady's Noſe 
That has been blue, but not her Eye-brows. 


1 Lady. Hark ye, 


The Queen, your Mother, rounds apace: We ſhall 
Preſent our Services to a fine new Prince 


One of theſe Days, and then you i wanton wich us, 1 
Hf . RN 210 | 


2 Lady 


„ 


The Wirxter's TAL B. 93 


2 Lady. She is ſpread of late 
Into a goodly Bulk, good Time encounter her. 
_ What Wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? Come, Sir, now 
] am for you again. Pray you us, 
And tell * Tale. TIN > das | 
Mam. Merry, or fad, ſhall't be? 
Hier. As merry as you will. 
Mam. A fad Tale's beſt for Winter. 
] have one of Sprights and Goblins, 
Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſt, 
To fright me with your Sprights: You're powerful at its 
Mam. There was a Man —— 
Her. Nay, come fit down; then on. 
Mam. Dwelt by a Church. yard: I will tell it oft: 
Yond Crickets ſhall not hear it. 
Hier. Come on then, and give't me in ene 
Euter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 
"Ton Was he met there? his Train? Camillo with him? 
on Behind the Tuft of Pines I met them; never 
Saw I Men ſcowr ſo on their way: I hes chem 
Even to their Ships. | 
Leo, How bleſt ami 
In my juſt Cenſure? In my true Opinion? 
Alack, for leſſer Knovyled £5 how accurs'd, 
In being © bleſt? The may be Þ the Cap 
” ſteep d, and one . drink; depart, 
And rtake no Venom; for his Knowledge 
Is not in ected; but if one Cf 
Th abhorr d Ingredient to his Eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 
With violent Hefts. I have drunk, and ſeen the Spider, 
Camillo was his Help in this, his Pander: | 
There is a Plot againſt my Life, my Crown; 
All's true — is 3 mp — by im, 
| Whom I emplo was pre-emplo 3 
He hath . my eli 225 4 


Remain a pinch'd T 
For them to bs ply el How ans came the P enen, 
80 caily — ? 


Lo 


1 The Win TEN Tarx. 


be gare than ſo 


On our Command: =” | 
8 Tum get you did ot mrs im 
Thou 's me Signs me, yet you | 
Have 2 much Blood in him. 

Her. What is this? Sport? 

Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about her; | 
Away with him, and let her ſport herjfelf 
With that ſhe's big with, for tis is Pele, 

Has made thee ſwell thus. | 

Her. But I'ld fay he had not; 

And I'll be fworn you would believe my Saying, 
How er, you lean to th Nayward 
Leo. You, my Lords, 

Look on her, mark hr well be but bout 
To ſay ſhe is a good]! — Led y. and 

The Juſtice of your parts weld thereto add, 

"Tis Pity ſhe $8 cot honed: Honourable: 

. 

on m 

The Shrug, the Hum, R K nd 

That Calumny doth uſe: 8 | 
That Mer do's, for Calumny will fear 6 
Virtue it ſelf, theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 

When you have faid ſhe's y, come between 

Ere you. can ſay ſhe's honeſt: But bet known, 

From him that as moſt Cauſe to grieve it houl be. 

She's an Adultreſs. 

Au. Should a Villain fay ſo, 
molt repleniſh'd Villain 3 in the World, 

He were as much more Villain: You, wy Lord, 

Do but miſtake. 
| Lev. You have miſtook, my Lady, 

Polixenes for Leentes,, O thou 1 
Which 11 8 of thy Place, 
2 8 

Should a to all Degrees, 
And mannerly Ditinguiſhment leave out, 


coke 
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Betwirt the Prince and Bepgar. I have faid 
She's an Aduttreſs, 1 have Haid with whom: 
More; She's 2 Traitor, and Camille is by” 
A Federaty with her, and one that knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame'to know her ſelf, 1 
But with her moſt vild Principal; that ſhe's 3 
That Vaigar give bold Tue, ay, and p 
That V l os. 
To this e heaps, * 
Her. No, by my Lite, 
Privy to none of this: How will this e you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer Lund. 4rd that 
You _ have 8 me? eh te y Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me through] to 
You did miſtake.” 5 25 
Leo. No, if 1 miſtake | 
In thoſe Foundations which I build 
The Center is not big to bear ES! 
A School-boy's Top, Away with her, to Prison: ; 
He who ſhall ſpeak for her, "var of guilty, * 
But that he ſpeaks. 
He. There is fome ill Planet reig 
I muſt be patient, till the Heay'ns 
Wich an Aſpect more favourable. — 
I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex | 
Commonly are, the want of which vain Dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your Pities; but 1 have | 
That honourable Grief lod Where, wdich burns * 
Worſe than Tears drown: — my Lorda, 
With Toughts fo qualified as your 4. ain 
Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me; and fo 
The King's Will be perform d. 
Zi. berate with me? Beſeech your Hightels 
Her, Whois'tthatgoes me? Beſeech 
My Women may be with me, for you - Aa 
My Plight requires it. Do not weep, Fre Mie 
There is no cauſe; when you ſhall know your 
Has deſerv'd Priſon, then abound in Tears, 
As I come out; this Action I now go on, 
ls for my better Grace, Adis, wy Lord, 


IS 
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I never wiſk'd to ſee you ſorry; now 
I truſt I ſhall. My Women come, you have * 
Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence. 
Lord. Beſeech your Highneſs callthe Queen 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, La Wr jut -4 
Prove Violence, in the which three great ones ſuffer, | 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your Son. 5 
Lord. For ber, my Lord, 
I dare my Life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 
Pleaſe you t accept it, that the Queen is ſpotleſs. 
I'th' Eyes of Heav'n, and to. you, | mean 
In this which you accuſe her.. 
Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'll keep my Stables where | 
1 lodge my Wife, I'll go in Coupes with ber: 
Then whea I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her; 
For every inch of Woman in the World, _ 
Ay, every Dram of Woman's Fleſh MG, 
| I ſhe be. ;- £7 
Teo. Hold your Peaces. | 
Tord. Good my Lord. 
1 Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for our ſelves: | 
You are abuſed by ſome Putter-on, 
That will be had for't; would I knew the Nn 
I would Land · damn him: Be ſhe Honour-flaw d, 
U have three Daughters; the Eldeſt is Eleven; 
The ſecond, and the third, nine; and Sons five; 
If this prove true, they Il pay for t. By mine Honour 5 
I'll geld em all: Four dg ſhall not ſee 
To bring falſe he ha oa are Co-heirs, | 
And I had rather glib my felt, than they 
Should not produce fair Iſſue. 2 yy ( 
Leo. Ceaſe, no more: | | | ( 
- 
8 


You ſmell this Buſineſs with a Senſe as cd 

As is a dead Man's Noſe; but I do ſee t, and feel't, | 

As you feel doing thus; and ſee withal  _ 

The Inſtruments that feel. _ _. | 
r | Sr” 
We need no Grave 8 NOW 8 C 
There's not a Grain of it, the Face to ſweeten, : 


Of 


Imparts t 


* 
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of the whole dungy Earth. | 


Leo. What? lack I credit? 
Lord. 1 had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 
Upon this Ground; 5 more it would content me 


To have your Honour true, than your — 
Be blam d fort how you might. 


Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this? But rather follow 
Our forceful Inſtigation? Our Prerogative , 
Calls not your Counſels, but our natural Goodaels, 

E. which, if you, or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming fo, in skill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a Truth, like us: Inform your ſelves, 
We need no more of your Advice: The Matter, 
The Loſs, the Gain, the ord'ring on't, 
Is all properly ours. 

Ant. And 1 wiſh, my Liege, 

You had only in your ſilent Jadgment era: it. 
Without more Overture. 
Leo. How could that . 


Either thou art moſt i | rn by age. | 
Or thou wert born a Flight | 


Added to their 1 

(Which was as groſs as ever touch d Conjecture, 
That lack d Sight only, nought for Approbation, | 

But only all Circumſtances | 


Made up to th Deed) doth puſh on this Feral 
Yet for a greater Confir mation, 


(For in an Act of this Importance, 'twere 

Moſt pitious to be wild) 1 have diſpatch' d in Poſt, 

To facretl Delphos, to Apollo's Temple, 

Cleomines and Deon, whom. you know 

Of ituff'd Sufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 

They will bring all, whoſe Spiritual Counſel bad, 

Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. Have I done well? os 
Lord. Well done, my Lord. Pay: 
Leo. Tho' 1 am fatis yd, and need no more 

Than what I know; — ſhall the Oracle 

Give reſt to ch Minds 3 en as . be. 


Vor. W. * 
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Whoſe ignorant Credulity will not 
Come up to th Tack. bo we have thought it good 
From our free Perſon, ſhe ſhould be confin'd, 
Leſt that the Treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
We are to ſpeak in publick; for this Butineſs 
Will raiſe us all, 
Ant. To laughter, as I take ft, ee 
If the good Truth were known. [Exe1a, 


SCENE I. 
Diter Paulina and a Gentleman. 
Paul. The Keeper of the Priſon, call to him: 
| [ Exit Gent. 


Let him have the Knowledge whom I am. Good Lady, 
No Court in is too. good for theez 
What doſt thou then in Priſen? Now, good Sir, 
8 You know me, do you net? $2 
[Re-enter Gentleman with the que 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much aaa 
Pau. Pray you then, | 
Conduct me to the Queen. 
Goa. I may not, Madam, 
To the contrary I have expreſs Commadment. 
Plau. Here's ado to lock up Honeſty and !- 
Th Acceſs of gentle Viſitors! Ist lawful 
To ſee her Women? Any of them ? Emili F 
* So pleaſe you, Madam, TT 
A . 0 
| bring Emilia forth 
| Pax, | pray you now call her: 
_ Withdraw your ſelves. 
Goa. And, Madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your S 
Far. well; be it ſo; Prethee. 
Enter Emilia, 
Here's ſuch a- do to make no Stain a Stain, 


As j aſſes colouring. De:r Gentley oman, 


a 


dy, 


May hold t 
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How fares our gracious Lady? 
Emil. As well as one fo great, and fo forlorn 


ogether; on her Frights and Griefs, 
Which never tender Lady hath born greater, 


She is, ſomething before her Time, deliver d. 


Tan A Boy? | 

Emil. A Daughter and 2 goodly Babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: The Queen receives 
Much Comfort in't. * My poor Priſoner, 


I am innocent as 


Pan. I dare be 


Theſe — unſafe Jann rk King, beſkrew ther, 
He muſt be told ont, and ſhall; the Office 
Becomes a Woman beſt. Ill take*c upon me, 


If I prove Honey-mouth'd, let my Tongue — 


And never to my red- look d Anger be 


The Trumpet any more. Pray you Emilia, 


Commend my beſt Obedience to the Queen, 


If ſhe dares truſt me with her little Babe, 


l ſhew'r the King, and undertake to b 
Her Advocate to th' loud'ſt. We do not know | 


How he may ſoften at the Sight o'ch' Child: 
The Silence often of pure Innocence 


Perſuades, when Speaking fails. 


Emil. Moſt worthy Madam, Z 
Your Honour and your Goodaeſs is ſo evident, 
That your free Undertaking cannot miſs 
A thriving Iſſue: There is no Lady living 
So meet for this great Errand; po your Ladyſh'p 
To viſit the next Room, I'll preſent! y 
Acquaint the Queen of your moſt ncble Offer, 
Who but to Day hammered of this Deſign, 

Bur durſt not tempt a Miniſter of Honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny cd. 
Pax. Tell her, Emilia, 


PI! uſe that Tongue I . if Wit flow from t, 


As Boldneſs from m boſom, lert not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. F 


Emil. New be you bleſt for it: | 
Ii ro the Queens Pleaſe youcome ſumerking gene,, 


— 
— 1 


— 
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Goa. Madam, if't pleaſe the Queen to ſend the a 
I know witaviar -albigcws wouk Þ, _—_ 
Having no Warrant. * | 

Pan. You need not fear it, Sir; 9 9 
The Child was Priſoner to the Womb, and is 
By Law and Proceſs of great Nature, thence 
Free d, and enfranchis'd, not a Party to 

The Anger of the King, nor guilty of, | f. 

If any be, the Treſpaſs of the Queen. , 

M 


— PR 


© Barts — * 


| 


Ow 


Goa. I do believe it. 12 8 5 | 
Pau. Do not you fear; upon mine Honour, I 
Will ſtand betwixt you and Danger.  [Exennt. 
Enter Leonatus, Antigonus, Lords and other Attendants, 
Tes. Nor Night, nor Day, no reſt; it is but Weakneſ⸗ 
To bear the Matter thus; meer Weakneſs, if 
The Cauſe were not in Being ; part o'th* Cauſe, 
She, th' Adultreſs; for the Haflot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arm; out of the Blank 
And Level of my Brain; Plot- proof; but ſhe 
I an hook to me: Say that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the Fire, a Moiety of my Reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there? 
Leo. How do's the Boy? ER 
Atten. He took good Reſt to Night; tis hop'd | 
His Sickneſs is diſcharg d. | SI 
Leo. To ſee his Nobleneſs! | 
Conceiving the Diſhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix d the Shame on't in himſelf; 
 Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep,, _ 
And down-right languiſn d. Leave me ſolely; go, 
See how he fares. Fie, fic, no Thought of him, 
The very Thought of my Revenges that way 0 
Recoyl upon me; in himſelf too Mighty; , 
Until a Time may ferye, tor preſent Vengeance 


— 


Take 
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Take it on her. Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their Paſtime at my Sorrow ; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my Power. 
+ Enter Paulina with @ Child. 

Lord. You muſt not enter. 

Pau. Nay rather, good my Lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous Paſhon, more, alas, 
Than the Queen's Life? A gracious innocent — 

More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That's enough. 6; 

Atten. Madam he hath not ſlept to Night commanded : 
None ſhould come near . 

Pau. Not ſo hot, good Sir 
I come to bring him Sleep. Tis ſuch 2s you 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needleſs heavings; ſuch you 
Nouriſh the Cauſe of his awaking. 1 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeſt as either, to purge him of that Humour, 
That preſſes him from Sleep. 

Teo. What noiſe there, _ 

Pau. No noiſe, my Lord, but needful Conference, 
About ſome Goſſips for your Highneſs. 

Leo. How? 
| Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus, 

1 charg'd thee that ſhe * about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 
nt. 1 told her fo, 1 my Lord, 
On your Diſpleaſure's Periland on mine, 
She ſhould not viſit you. 

| Leo. What? canſt not rule her? 

Pau. From all Di he can; in this, 
_ he —_—_ courſe that you haye done; 

mmit me, for committing Honour, wok] 
He ſhall not rule me. | * 

Ant. La-you now, you hear, 

When ſhe will take the Rein, ire her run, 


_— ED on 
as. Good my Liege, I come | ER 
E3 And 
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And I beſeeth you hear me, who profeſs 
My felf your loyal Servant, your Phyfician, 

Your moſt obedient Counſellor; Yet that dares 
Leſs appear fo, in comforting your Evils, | 
Than ſuch as moſt ſeem yours, 11 


9 
1 Grad Qu, Lord, 
my good Queen, 


22 by Combat, make her good, were 1 
A Man, the worſt about you. | 

Les. Force her hence. 

Pas. ler him that makes but Trifles of his Eyes 
Firſt hand me: On mine own accord Ill off, 
But firſt, I'll do my Errand. The 


Queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter, 
. Here tis; commends 1 it to your Bleſſing. | 


5 [Laying down the cba 
” Ton ue). 
A mankind Witch! Hence with her, out o'door: 
A moſt intelligencing Bawd. 
Pan. Not ſo, 


I am as ignorant in that as you, 
In fo entit'ling 1 and a leſs honeſt. 4 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I warrant, 
As this World goes, to paſs for honeſt. | 
TL.eo. Traitors! | 
Will you not puſh hereut? Giye her the Baſtard. [Tp Ant: 
Thou Dotard, thou art Woman-tyr'd; unroofted 
By the Dame Partlet here. Take up the Baſtard, 
Take 't up, I fay, give't to the S | 
Pau. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy Hands, if thou 8 
Take 'ſt up the Princeſs, by that forced Baſeneſs 
Which he has put upon t. 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Pax. So I would you did: then deer put all doubt 
You'd call your Children 
Leo. A den of Traitors! 


Aut. ae go Lk, 


Paw: 


cc we Am. A — fwd , v wwe 
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Pins. Nor I; nor 
But one that's ha Th that's himſelf, For he, 
| The facred Honour of himſelf, his Queen's, 
His hopeful Son's, his Babe's betrays to Slander, 
Whoſe Sring is ſharper than the Sworg's; and will not 
(For as the Caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe 
He cannot be compell'd tot) once remove 
The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever Oak or Stone was ſound. 

Leo. A Callat 
Of boundleſs Tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
And now baits me. This Brat is none of mine, 
It is the Iſſue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and t with the Dam, 
Commit them to the ire. 

Pas. It is yours; | SD EP 
And, might we lay th'old Proverb to your Charge, 

80 like you, tis the worſe. Behold, my Lords, 

— the Print be little, the whole Matter 
— y of the Father; Eye, Noſe, Lip, 
ofs Frown, his = ragged na the Valley 
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and k, his ay Og 
The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Nat Finger. 
And thou good Goddeſs Nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the Mind too, 'mongſt all Colours 
No Yellow in't, left ſhe ſuſpect. as be does, 
Her 9 not her Husband's. 

Leo 


And Lo thou or een wo be bare 


| Toms wy * 74 14 


There cannot — the Feat, you'll leave yope * 

Hardly one Subject. 

Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Tas. — and woneurel Lord 

Can do no more. 

Leo. 1'll ha thee burnt, | 55 

Pan. I care not; 1 

rern Dr ht ke the is, ©. Me 
No 
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Not ſhe which burns in't. I'll not call you Tyrant, 
Bur this moſt cruel Uſage of your Queen 

(Not able to produce more Accufation 
Than your own weak- — 5 Fancy) ſometimes favours 


yranny, and will le make you, 
bas fandalou to 1.— Work. i 


Out ye —— . Were I a Tyrant; 

Where were her Life? She durſt not eall me fo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Pau. I pray you do not puſh me, I'll be gone. 

Look to your Babe, my Lord, tis yours; Fove ſend her 
A better guiding Spirit. What need theſe Hands? 
You that are thus fo tender o'er his Follies, | 
Will never do him good, not one of you, 2 
So, ſo; Farewel, we are gone. (Exit, 
Les. Thou, Traitor, haſt ſet on thy Wife to this. 
My Child? away with't. Even thou, that haſt 
A Heart ſo tender ofer it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum d with Fire. 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up nights | 
Within this hour bring me Word tis tes; 

And by Teſtimony, or PFll ſeize thy Life, 
With what thou elſe call'& thine: If how refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay ſo; 

The Baftard-brains with theſe my proper Hands 
Shall 1 daſh out: Go take it to the vs - 

For thou ſett'ſt on thy Wife. 
Ant. I did not, Sir: 
The Lords, my noble Fellows, if they —"_ 


coy IE. 

Tord. We can, my Royal 
e. 
Leo. You're Liars all. | 

Lordi. Beſeech your Highneſs give us better Credit: 
We have always truly ſervd you, and beſeech you 
So to eſteem of us: And on our Knees we beg, | 
(As Recompence of our dear Services 
Pub, and to come) that you do change this purpoſe, 
ad cant | 


Lead 


— 
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Lead on to ſome foul Iſſue. We all kneel —— 
Leo. I am a Father for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to ſee this Baſtard kneel, 
And call me Father? better burn it now, | 
Than curſe it then, But be it; let it live: | 
It ſhall not neither. You Sir, come you hither; [To Ant. 
| You that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your Midwife there, 
To fave this Baſtard's Life; for tis a Baſtard, 
So ſure as this Beard's grey: What will you adventure, 
To fave this Brat's Lite? 
Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my Ability may undergo, 
And Nobleneſs impoſe: At leaft thus much; 
III pawn the little Blood which I have left, 
To fave the Innocent; any thing poſſible, 
Leo. It ſhall be poſſible; ſwear by this Sword | 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. 1 will, my Lord. 
Tos. Mark and perform it; ſeeſt thou? for the fail 
Of any point in't, ſhall not only be 
Death to thy ſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art man to us, that thou carry 
This female Ba hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome remote and deſart Place, quite ut 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without much Mercy, to its own Protection, 
And favour of the Climate; as by ſtrange F ortune 
It came to us, I do in Juſtice e, 
On thy Soul's Peril, and thy Body's Torture, 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe or end it. Take it up. 
Ant, I ſwear to do this; tho' a preſent Death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe, 
Some powerful Spirit inſtruct the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurſes. Wolves and Bears, they ſay, 
(Caſting their Savageneſs aſide) have done 
Like Offices of Pity, Sir, be proſperous 
In more than ä , 
F 
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Againſt this Cruelty, fight en thy fide, 


Poor thing condemn'd to Lofs. —— with the ¹ 
Teo. No; I'll not rear | | 


Another' s Iſſue. | 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
Mef. Pl aſe your Highneſs, Poſts 
From thoſe you ſent to th*Oracle, are come 
An Hour ſince, Cleomines and Dion. 
Being well arriv'd from * are both landed, 
Haſting to th * 5 _ 
Tord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their 
Hath been beyond Account. 
Leo. Twenty three * 
They have been abſent: tis good ſpeed; forete!s 
The great Apollo I will have 
The Truth of this ap Prepare you Lords, 
_ Summon a Seffion, that we may 
Our moſt diſloyal Lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been publickly — fo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open Trial. While ſhe lives = 
My Heart will be a Burthen to me. Leave me, _ 
And think upon my Bidding. | [Exennt. 


- ꝶ4—— — — 


ACT Ul. SCENE * 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. | 


| Cle. "PHE Climate's delicate, the Air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Ile, the Temple — furpaſing 
| The common Praiſe it bears. 


Dion. I ſhall report, 
For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtial Habits, 


| Methinks 1 fo ſhould term them, and the Reyerence | 
. Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice; 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and uncarthly 
It was i'th' Offering! 
_ Cleo. But of all, the Burſt 
And the Ear-deafning Voice o th' Oracle, 
Cin to Fove's Thunder, fo N "y Senſe, 


That I was nothing, 
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Dio. If th Event o th Journey 

Prove as ſucceſsful to the Queen (O be't fo) 

As it hath been to us, rare, t, ſpeedy; 
The time is worth the uſe on't. 7 

Cleo. Great Apollo, as ts; 
Turn all to th'beſt! Theſe Proclamations, 
So forcing Faults upon Hermione, 
I little like. 

Dio. The violent Carriage of it 
Will clear, or end the —_ —.— the Oracle; 
Thus by Apollv's great Divine ſeal'd up, 
Shall the Contra cfhover: Something rare 
Even then will ruſh to Knowledge. Go; freſh Horſes, 


Red mga: Amcor | (ren. 
FFV 5 iowa. 
Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione as to her Trial, 
with Paulina and Ladies. 


Tea. This Seſſions, to our great Grief, we pronounce: - 
Even puſhes gainſt our Heart. The Party try'd, 

The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 

Of us too much beloy'd; let us be clear d 

of tyrannous, fince we fo openly 

Proceed in Juſtice, which. ſhall have due Courſe, 

Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation. | 

Produce the? Priſaner. 

Offi. It is his Highneſs Pleaſure, that the Queen | 

R Silence! | 


Of. Hermione, as to the — Leontes, 

Sicilia, thow art 2 arraigned of High 8 740 5 
in committing Adultry with Polixenes King of Bohemia, an 
conſpiring with Camilo zo take away the Life of our See- 
raign Lord the King, thy Royal Hausband, the Pretence where- 
of being by Circumſtances partly laid open, "thou Hermione, con- 
trary 7040. Eaith and Allegiance a true Sub je, didſt c- 
ſel and aid them, for thei * 70 1 away by 


Night. | 
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Her. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be bat that 
Which contradicts my Accuſation. ang a 
The Teſtimony on my Part, no other | 
But what comes from my ſelf, = » + oy UB 
Io fay, Not guilty: Mine Integrity | 
Being counted Falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, | 
Be fo reciev'd. But thus, if Powers Divine 
Behold our Human Actions, as they do, 
1 doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make 
Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyranny 7 | 
Tremble at Patience. You, my Lord, beſt t know, | | 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do ſo, my paſt Lif | 
Hath been as continent, as chaſt, as true, 
As F am now unhappy; which is more 
Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho devis'd, 
And play'd to take Spectators. For behold me, 
AF — 2 Bed, which owe 
AM o Throne: A great Ki 's Da liter, 
2 The Mother to a hopeful Prince, iT ads 
| To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore ; 
| Who pleaſe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it 
As 1 weigh Grief (which I would ſpare } For Honour, 
Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ſtand for. I appeal Y 
To your own Conſcience, Sir, before 8 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, 
Ho merited to be ſo; fince he came, 
With what Encounter ſo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain'd t'appear thus; if one jot 
The bounds of Honour, or in act, or 
That way enclining, hardned be the Hearts 
Or all that hear me, and my ner of Kin 


Cry fic upon my Grave. 7 
Lies. I neer heard yet | | 
That any of thoſe bolder Vices ood N 


Leſs Impudence to ſ⸗ what did, "i 
Than to perform it firſt, * * „„ 
Her. That is true enou 5 
Thao' tis a ſaying, Sir, dot due to me, 

Leo, You will not on it. 
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Fer. More than Miſtreſs ef; N 4 
What comes to me in name of Fault, I muſt net 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, | | 
With whom I am aeccus d, I do confeſs 
J lov'd him, as in Honour he requir d; - 

With ſuck a kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Love, even ſuch, 
to and i as your ſelf commanded: TT, 

Which not to have done, I think had been in mne 
Both ae and Ingratitudde | 
To you, and to Friends; whoſe Love had ſroke 
Even fince it could 7 from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now fer Conſpiracy, 
know not how it taſtes, tho' it be diſh'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 

Is, that Camille was an honeſt Mann;: 
Ard why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves; 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do ins abſence. 

Sh Lees ed | 
You t — 

My . 1 the level of your * 
Which II lay down. 
Leo. Your Actions are my Dreams, 
You had a Baſtard by Polixenes, +. , 
And I but dream d it: As were paſt all Shame; 
(Thoſe of your Fact are 6) fo ſo paſt 5 Truth; _ 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as 
Thy Brat hath been caſt out, like to it ſelf, 
No Father owning it, (which i is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it) ſo thon _ 
Shalt feel our Juſtice, in whoſe _— en 
Look for no leis chan Death. 
Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats; 4 
The Bug which you would fright me with, I ſeek: 
i To me can Life be no Commodity. 1 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Favour, 
I do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, 
But Know not how it went. My ſecond Joy, 
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The Firſt-fruits of my Body, from his Preſence 
I am barr'd like one inſectious. My third Comfort, 
Starr d moſt unluckily, is from my Breaſt 
he innocent Milk in its moſt innocent Mouth) 
 Hal'd out to Murder; my ſelf on every Poſt 
Proclaim'd a Strumpet; with immodeſt Hatred 
The Child-bed Privilege deny'd which longs 
To Women of all Faſhion: Laſtly, hurried 
Here, to this place, bah open Air, before 
I have got wn nr Now, my Liege, 

Tell me what ir . 

That 1 ſh: uld fear to die? Therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no Lite, 

I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Honour, 
Which I would free: If I ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon Surmiles, all Proofs ſleeping elſe. 

But what your Jealouſies awake, I tell you 

Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, 

1 do wm”. "ogra 

Adollo Judge, 
Tord. This your Requeſt 
Enter 4 2. Cleomines. 
Is altogether juſt; therefore bring forth, 

And in Apollos Name, his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughter's Trial; that he did but fee 

Tie _— of Ac Miſery z yet with Eyes 
Officer, You — ſvear upon the Sword of Jaſte 

That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
Been "ary at Delþhos, and from thence have brought. 
This ſea!'d-up Oracle, by the hand deliver d 

Of great 4jolb's Prieſt ; and that ſince then, 

You have not dar'd to break the my — 

Nor read the Secrets int. 
Cleo Dion. All this we ſwear. 
Leo. Break up the Seals, and read. 
| Officer. Hermione is Chaft, Polixenes blameleſs, Camille 1 
3 Leontes af Tres, his nnecent Babe 
* iruly 
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traly begotten, and the King ſhall live without an Heir, N 
that which is loſt be . 8 
Lords. Now bleſſed be the great 4polb. 
Her. Praiſed. 
| Leo. Haſt thou read the Truth? 
Offic. Ay, my Lord, even ſo as it is here ſet down. 
Leo. There is no Truth at all !th* Oracle; 
The Seſſions ſhall proceed; this is meer Fallhood. 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord the King, the King. 
Leo. What i is the Buſineſs? | 
Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to Report it. | 
The Prince your Son, with meer Conceit and Fear 
oe is gone. 
Leo. How? gone? 
Ser. Is dead. 


Lo. Apolle's angry, and ho Metre canblece, 3 


Do ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there? ¶ Her. faints, 


Pax. This News is mortal to the Qua: Look down 


: And ſee what Death is doing, 


Leo. Take her hence; 
Her Heart is but o'er- 'd; 8 


le Paulina avd Lade, with Hermione: = 


] have too much believ d mine own Suſpicion; 
'Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 


falle, pardon 
My great Prophaneſs gainſt thine Oracle. 
Vl reconcile me to P 


New woo my Queen, — the good Camillo, 


(Whom 1 N a Man of Truth, of Mercy.) 
For * tranſported by my Jeaioufies FM: 
To bl houghts and to Revenge, I choſe 


Camillo for — r to poiſon 


My Friend Polixenes; which had been done, 

Bur that the good Mind of Camillo rardied 
My iwift command; tho I with Death, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 


Not doing it, and done; he (moſt Human, 


Vaclaſp'd * Practice, quit his Fortunes here, Fe | 
Which 
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Which you'knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all Incertainties, himſelf commended, . 
No richer than his Honour: How he _ 
Through my dark Ruſt! Aud how his Piety | 
Does my Deeds make the blacker! 

Enter Paulina. 


Lord. What Fit i is this * Lady? 
Pan. What ſtudied Torments, Tyrant, haſt for nos 


| What Wheels? Racks ? Fires? What Playing? Boiling 


Burning, 

In Leads or Oils? What eld or new Torture 
Muſt I receive? . whoſe very word deſerves 

To taſt of thy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny, 
(Together working with thy ] Jealouſies, 
Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle N 
For Girls of nine) O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all 


Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices of it. 


That thou betray dſt Polixenes, 'twas nothing. 
That did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ingrateful: Nor was't much, 
Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's Honour, 
To have him kill a King: Poor Tre 
More monftrous ſtanding by: Wheretore [ reckon | 
The caſting forth to Crows thy 3 7 
To be, or none, or little; tho? a Devil 4 
Would have ſhed Water out of Fire, ere don't: | 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the Death prone 2th 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable Thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the Heart 
That Sl conceive a groſs and fooliſh Sire, 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam: This is not, no, 
Laid to thy Anſwer; but the lat: O Lords, 
When 1 have ſaid, cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen, 
The ſweeteſt deareſt Creature's Dead; and Vengeance for 
Not dropt down yet. 

Lind. * higher Powers forbid 


Tan 


mm rr, a 1 "II 9 PE] 
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Pau. I ſay ſhe's dead: III ſwear't. If Word, nor Oath 
Prevail not, go and ſee: If you can bring | 
Tincture, or Luſtre in her Lip, her Eve, 
Heat outwardly; or Breath within, In ferve you 
As 1 would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant! 
Doſt not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
That all thy Woes can ſtir; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but Deſpair. A thouſand Knees, 
Ten thouſand Years together, naked, faſting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ſtill Winter 
in Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods | 
To look that way thou- wert. 
Leo. Go on, go on: | 
Thou canſt not ſpeak toe much, I have deſerv'd 
All Tongues to talk their bictereſt, | 
Lord. Say no more; 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you hve made fault 
1'h' boldneſs of your Speech. 
Pan. | am forry fort, 
All Faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them; 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The Raſhneſs of a Woman; he is touch'd _ 
To th' noble Heart. What's gone, and what's paſt help, 
Should be paſt Grief. - Do not receive Affliction 5 
At my Petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a Fooliſh Woman 
The Love I bore your Queen——1o, Fool again 
Vil ſpeak of her _ more, nor of your Children: 
Ill not remember you of my own Lord. 
Who is loſt too. _ We oor; hes an 
And I'll ay no 
Leo. Thou didſt but well, 
When 4 which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee bring me 
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son. 
One Grave ſhall be for. both. Upon them fhall | 
The Cauſes of their Death appear, unto 
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The Chappel where and Tears ſhed there 
Shall be my — as Nature 1, 
Will bear up with this Excerciſe, ſo long 
I daily vow to uſe it. Come and lead me 


SCENE wm. 


a deſart Country ;, the Sea at a liztle diſtances 
Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner. 


Ant. Thou art perſe&t then, our Ship hath touch'd upon 
The Deſarts of Bohemia. 


Mar. Ay, my Lord. and fear 


We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly, 
And threaten preſent Bluſters. In my Conſcience, 


| The Heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry. 
And frown upon's. 


Ant. Their ſacred Wills be done; \ get hes Aboard, 


Look to thy Bark, Til not be long before 


I call upon thee. 
Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and 28 


Too far th Land; tis like to be loud Weather. 
|Belides, this place is famous for the Creatures 


Of Prey, that keep upon . 
Ant, Go thou away. 

TIl follow inſtantly. 

Mar. I am pad at Heart « 
— 2 [Exit 

I have heard, but not believ'd, the Spirits o'th' Dead 

again: if ſuch thing be, y — 

d to 2 laſt Night; for ne er was Dream 

So like a waking. To me comes a Creature, 


CR a. 


I never ſaw a Veſſel of like Sorrow 3 
in pure white Robes, = i 


My Cabin where 1 lay ; thrice bow'd before me, 
And, gaiping to bogia 2 Speck, rate 


¶Exeumt. 


—_— 


_ To loſs, and what may follow. Weep 


three and twenty, or that Youth wo 
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Became two Spouts; the fury — 2 4 — 
Did this break from ber. Antigon, 
Since Fate, againſt thy better Diſpofition, 


Hath made thy Perſon for — 
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Oath, 
Places Remote enough are in Bohemia, 
1 and leave it crying; and, for the Babe 
Is counted loſt for ever and ever, Perdita 
I prithee call't. For this u Buſineſs | 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou neer ſhalr ſee 
Thy Wife LT. more. And ſo, with ſhrieks, 
She melted into Air. Affrighted much, 
] did in time collect my felt. and thought 
This was fo, and no ſlumber : Dreams are Toys, 
Yet for this once, yea ſuperſtitiouſly, 
I will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath ſuffer*'d Death, and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the Iſſue 
of _ Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, 


Either for Life or Death, upon the Earth 


Of its right Father. Bloſſom, ſpecd thee well, 


Laying down the h | 
There lye, and there thy Character: There theſe, 
Which may, if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, Pretty one, 
And ſtill reſt thine. The Storm begins; poor Wretch, 
That for thy Mother's Fault, art thus 'd 

cannot, 

But my Heart bleeds: And moſt Accurſt am 1 

To be by Oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel. 

The Day frowns more and more; denen like to have 


A lullaby too rough: 1 never faw | 

The Heay'ns fo dim by Day. A * 

Well may I get aboard: This is the 

Tam gone for ever. aig [Exir puns by 1 
Enter an old $ 


Sbep. I would there were no betyyeen ten and 


fleep out the reſt: 
For there is nothing, in the between, but getring Wenches 


with Child, wronging the Ancientry, ſtealing 


— Hark ou no would an but then bold 
ng 7 r 


—— ——— — — — — 
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Brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, Hunt this Wen- 
ther? They have ſcard away two of my beſt Sheep, 
which 1 fear the Wolf will ſooner find than the Maſter; 


if any where I have them, tis by the Sea ſide brouzing 


of Ivy. Good luck, and't be thy will, what. have we 
here? [Taking up the Child] Mercy on's, a Barn! a very 
pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child I wander! a pretty one, 
a very pretty one, ſure ſame ſcape: Tho I am not 
| Bookiſh, yet I can read Waiting-Gentlewoman in the 
ſcape. This has been ſome Stair-work, ſome Trunk- 
work, ſome behind-door-work: They were warmer that 
got this, than the poor thing is here. III take it up for 
pity, yet I'll tarry till my Son come: He hellow'd but 
even now. Whoa, ho-hoa. „ . 


. >, NC 
Cle. Hilloa, loa. *© ER | 
+ What, art ſo near? If thou'lt ſee a thing to talk 
on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What 
ail'ſt thou, Man? 3 . 
Qi. I have ſeen two ſuch fights, by Sea and by Land; 
but I am not to ſay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky; be- 
twrixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a Bodkin's 
FP Shes. Why, Boy, how is it? 
Clo. I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it 
Tapes, how it takes up the Shore; but that's not to the 
Point; Oh the moſt piteous Cry of the poor Souls, ſome- 
times to ſee em, and not to ſee em: Now the Ship boar- 
ing the Moon with her Main-maſt, and anon ſwallow'd 
with, Yeſt and Froth, as you Id thruſt a Cork into a Hogſ- 
head. And then the Land-ſervice, to ſee how the Bear 
tore out his Shoulder - bone, how he cry'd to me for help; 
and faid his Name was Antigamm, a Nobleman. But to 
make an end of the Ship, to {ce how the Sea flap-dragon'd 
it. But firft, how the poor Souls roar'd, and the Sea 
mock d them. And how the poor Gentleman roar'd, and 
| the Bear mock'd him, both roaring louder than the Sea, = 
or Weather. = A ea e 
| Sbep. Name of Mercy, when was this, Boy? 


* 


. 
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_ Cle, Now, now, I have not winked ſince I ſaw theſe 
fights, the Men are not yet cold under Water, nor the 
Bear half dined on the Gentleman; he's at it — 1 
Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old Man. 
Clo. I would you had been by the Ship-fide, to have 
help d her, there your Charity would have lack d footing, 
Sbep. Heavy Matters, heavy Matters; but look thee 
here, Boy. Now bleſs thy ſelf; thou meet'ſt with things 
dying, 1 with things new Born, Here's a ſight for thee; 
Look thee, a Bearing-cloth for a Squire's Child! Look 
thee here; take up, take up, Boy, open't; ſo, let's ſee, it 
was told me ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ſome 
Changling; open't, what's within, Boy? _ 
Cle. You're a mad ald Man; If the Sins of you 
Youth are forgiven you, you're well to live, Gold, all 
Sold. * „ 
Sbep. This is Fairy Gold. Boy, and twill prove ſo. Up 
with ur, keep it cloſe: Home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, Boy, and to be fo ſtill requires nothing but Se- 
crelie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next 


way home. 


| Clo, Go you the next way wp your Findings, II go 
ſee it the Bear be gone from the Gentleman, and how much 
he hath eaten: They are never Curſt, but when they are 
hungry: If there be any of him left, III 1 
|  Shep. That's a | Deed; if thou may ſt diſcern 
4 whichis left of him, what he is, tetch me to tb fight 
of KL n 
Ge. Marry will I, and you ſhall help to put him eth 
Ground. 
Sbeßp. Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and we II do good Deeds 


1 


1 
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ACT1V. SCENE I. 


Enter. Time, The Chorus, 


Mee That pleaſe ſome, try all, both Joy and Terror 


I Of good and bad, that make and unfold Error: 
Now take upon me, in the Name of Time, 


To uſe my 4 
To me, or my ſwift Paſſage, that I ſlide 


Impute it not a Crime 


_ Ofer fixteen Years, and leave the growth untry'd 
Of that wide gap; ſince it is in my Power 


To o'erthrow. Law. and in one ſelf- born hour 


To plant, and o'er-whelm Cuſtom. Let me 
The Gme I am, cer ancient'ſt Order was, 
Or what is now receiv'd. I witneſs to 
The times that brought them in, fo ſhall Ido 

To the freſkeft things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 
Now ſeems to it: Your Fatience this allowing, 
I turn my Glaſs, and give my Scene ſuch growing 


Ax you had 1 
Th Eſſects of 
That he ſbuts up himſelf; imagine 
Gentle Spectat 


e 
bis fond ſealouſies, fo 


between. Leonzes leaving 
grieving 
me, 

ors, that I now may be 


In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 


I now name to you, and with ſpeed fo pace 


To ſpeak of Perdita, now 
X yu # qi 


wn in grace 
. What of her enſues, 


Tr not Propheſie But let Time's News 


 Beknown when tis broug 


ht forth. A 


paſs | 


I mention here a Son o'th' King's, which Florizel 


And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
Is th' Argument of Time; of this allow, 55 


If ever you have ſpen 


If never, yet that Time himſelf doth ſay, 


FF 


t Time worſe, ere now: 


Shepherd's Daughter; 


bx 


SCENE 


if, 


SCENE I. 
2 Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 
Pol. I pray thee good Camillo, be no more ftunate ; 
tis a $i 


of thy Services, by leaving me now; the need I have of 
thee, thine own Goodneſs hath made: Better not to have 


Buſineſs, which none, without thee, can ſufficiently” ma- 


if I have not enough conſidered, as too much I cannot, 
to be more thank ful to thee ſhall be my Study, and my 


Country Sicilia, prithee ſpeak no more, whoſe very na- 
ming — me with the Remembrance of chat | Peni- 


they are in loſing them, when they have approved their 
Virtues | | | 


: his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: But I 
have (miflingly) noted, he is of late much retired from 


formerly he bath appear'd. 
1 { have could ſo much, Camillo, and with ſome, 
book upon his Removedneſs; from whom I have this 
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eſs denying thee any thing, a Death to grant 
this. 


Cam. It is fifteen Years fince I faw my Country; though 
I have, for the moſt part, being aired Abroad, I defire to 
lay my Bones there. Beſides, the penitent King, my Ma- 
ſter, hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling Sorrews I might 
be ſome allay, or I o'erween to think fo, which is ano- 
ther Spur to my Departure. . 

Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the reſt 


bad thee, than thus to want thee Thou having made me 


nage, muſt either ſtay to execute them thy ſelf, or take 
away with thee the very Services thou haſt done; which 


profit therein, the heaping Friendſhips. Of that fatal 


tent, as thou call'ſt him, and reconciled King my Bro- 
ther, "whoſe loſs of his moſt precious Queen nd Chil- 
dren, are even now to be afreſh lamented. Say to me, 
when faw'ſt thou the Prince Florizel my Son? Kings 
are no leſs unhappy, their Iſſue not being gracious, than 


Cam. Sir, it is three Days ſince I faw the Prince; what 


care ſo far, that I have Eyes under my Service, which 


Intel- 
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get the Cauſe of my fav Reſort thither. Prithee be my 
is Buſineſs, and lay aſide the Thoughts | 


1 I willingly obey your Command. . 
Tol. My beſt Camillo, we muſt Diſguiſe our ſelves. 


preſent Partner in 
nn 


Intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the Houſe of a moſt 


bomely Shepherd; à Man, they ſuy that from very no- 
thing, and beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is | 
| grown into an unſpeakable Eſtate. 1 


Cam. 1 have heard, Sir, of ſuch a Man, who hath a 
Daughter of moſt rare Note; the Report of her is extend- 


ed more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a Cot- 
ab That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence; but, 1 


fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou ſhalt 


accompany us to the Place, where we will (nor appear 
ing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the Shep- 


herd; from whoſe Simplicity, I think it not uneaſie to 


SCENE lll. 
d Amolicus ſinging: 
When Daffadils begin to peers 


M Mh heigh the Doxy over the dale, 
y then comes in the ſweet o th Year: 


Tor the red Blood reigns in the Winter's Pale, 


” , "Tho white Sheer bleaching on the Hedge, 
| With hey the ſweet Birds, O how they ſmg: 
Doth ſet my pugging Tooth an edge, © 


Frier 4 quart of Ale is a Diſh for a King. 4 


© The Lark with Tura lyra chawits, © 
With hey, with e 5 
Ae Summer Songs for me and my Aut, 


I have ſerved Prince Florize!, and in my Time ware three 
| Pile, but now I am out of Service. Fo: 0 


AA Er Xx © « toc. wot 
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But ſhall I go mourn for that, my Dear, 
| 7h al em of mp Fo 
And when I wander h | 

I then do moſt go right- 


If Tinkers may have leave to live, 
Ad bear the Sow-skin Budget, 
Then my Account I well may give, 
Aud in the Stocks avonch it. 


My Traffick is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to leſ- 
ſer Linen. My Father nam d me Autolicus, who being, 
as I am, litter d under Mercury. was likewiſe a Snapper- 
of unconſider d Trifles: With Die and Drab, I pur- 
chard Capariſon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat. Gal- 
lows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High-way, 
Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the Life io 
t, come, I ſleep out the Thought of it. A Prize! A Prize! 
Clo. Let me ſee, every eleven Weather Tods, every 
Tod yields Pound and odd Shilling; Fifieen hundred ſhorn, 
what comes the Wooll to? . ; 1 
An. If the Sprindge hold, the Cock's mine. [ Aſide. 
"Clo. I cannot do't without Compters. Let me ſee, 
what am I to buy for our Sheep-ſhearing Feaſt? Three 
Pcund of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice—— What 
will this Siſter of mine do with Rice? But my Father hath 
made her Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She 
hath made me four and twenty Noſe-gays tor the Shear- 
ers; three-Man-Song-men, all, and very good ones, but 
they are moſt of them Means and Baſes; but one Puritan 
among them, and he fings Palms to Horn- Pipes. I muſt 
have Saffron to colour the Warden-Pies, Mace Dates 
--none—— that's out of my Note: Nutmegs, ſeven; a 
Race or two of Ginger, but that I may beg: Four Pound 
of Pruins, and as many of Raſins o'th* Sun, 3 
Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. Groveling on the Ground. 
Clo. tht name of me WF 
Aut. Oh help me, help me: Pluck bi. off theſe Rags, 
Vor. III. N „ 


„ r = r 27. x. ROD 
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and then Death, Death 

Clo. Alack, poor Soul, thou haſt need of more Rags to 
lay on thee rather than have theſe off. 
Aut. Oh, Sir, the lbathſomnefs of them offends me, 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv d, which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 
| Cle. Alas, poor Man! a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aut. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten ; my Mony and Ap- 
parel ta'en from me, and theſe deteftable Things put upon 


me, 
Cb. What, by a Horſe-man, or a Foot- man? 
Aut. A Foot-man, fweet Sir, a Foot- man. | 
Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a Foot-man, by the Ceres , 
he has left with thee; If this be a Horſe· man Coat, it hath 
ſieen very hot Service. Lend me thy hand, III help thee, | 
Come, jend me thy hand. [Helping him u. 
Aut. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 3 
Clo. Alas, poor Soul. 
| Aut, O good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: 1 fear, or, 5 a 
Shoulder - blade is out. { 
Clo. How now? canſt ſtand? _ 
Art. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, Goftly ; you ha Jous 
me a charitable Office. 
I Doſt lack any Mony? I have a little Mony for MW 5 
ce | 
Aut. No, good ſweet Sir: No, 1 beſeech you, Sir; 1 
have a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a Mile hence, unto 
whom 1 was going; I ſhall there have Mony, or any thing 
1 want: Offer me no Mony, 1 pray you, that kills my 
Cu. What manner of Fellow was he that robb'd you? 
Ant. A Fellow, Sir, that 1 have known to go about 
with Trol-my-Dames: 1 knew him once a Servant of 
the Prince; 1 cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
6 I was, but he was certainly Whipp'd out of the 
. t Ws 
Quas. His Vices, you would ſay; there's no virtue whipp 
-out of the Court; they cheri it to make it ſtay there, 
| . MW, 2 


29 2 


The WixnTtER's TALE. 123 


Aut. Vices I would ſay, Sir. I know this Man well, he 
hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſs- ſerver, a 
Bailiff; then he compaſt a Motion. of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinker's Wife, within a Mile where my 
Land and Living lyes; and having flown over many 
knaviſh Profeſſions, he ſettled only in Rogue ; ſome call 
him Autolicus. a 

Clo. Out upon him, Prig! for my Life Prig; he haunts 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baitings. DS 

Aut. Very true; Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the Rogue that 
put me into his Apparel. ST Fs 

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you had but look d big, and ſpit at him, he'd have 
run. | 

Aut. 1 muſt confeſs to yon, Sir, I am ro fighter; Iam 
falſe of Heart that way, and that he knew I warrant 

BE „ 
| Clo. How do you do now? „ | 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can fland, 
my and walk; I will even take my leave of you, and pace 

ſoftly towards my Kinſman's, „ 
| Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way? 
one Aut. No, good tac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. _ 

Clo. Then farewel, I muſt go to buy Spices for ou 
Sheep- hearing. | . | Exit. 

Aut. Proſper you, ſweet Sir. Your Purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your Spice. I'll be with you at your 
Sheep-ſhearing too: If I make not this Chen bring 
nother, and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrol d, 
and my Name put into the Book of Virtue, 


SONG 
Fog on, Jog on. the foot path af £] 
ind merrily hent the Stile. a. 
| A merry Heart goes all the day, 1 
* Tour ſad tires in a Mile-a_ [Exits 
hi e e 8 
F 2 
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SCENE IV. 1 
Enter Florizel and Perdita. 3 l 
Flo. Theſe your unuſual Weeds, to each part of you WW 
Does give a Life: No Shepherdeſs but Flor. 
Peering in April's Front. This your Sheep-ſhearing, 
Is a merry meeting of the petty Gods, 
And you the Queen ont. Ft 

Per. Sir; my gracious Lord, 

To chide at your Extreams, it not becomes me: 

Oh pardon, that I name them: Your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o'th* Land, you have obſcur'd 

With a Swain's wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
| Moſt Goddeſs-like prank'd up. But that our Feaſts, 
In every Meſs, have Folly ; and the Feeders 
Digeſt it with a Cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 

To ſee you ſo attir'd; ſworn, I think, 

To ſhew my ſelf a Glaſs. 
r 
-When my good Falcon made her flight a-croſs 
Thy Father's Ground. . 

Fer. Now Fore afford you cauſe; 1 

To me the difference forges dread, your Greatneſs | 

Hath not been us'd to Fear; even now | tremble = 

Ta think your Father, by ſome accident, 

Should pais this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 

How would he look to ſee his work, ſo noble, 

vildly bound up! What would he ſay! Or how 

Should I, in theſe my borrowed Flaunts, behold 

The ſternneſs of his Preſence? OS, 
Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but Jollity: the Gods themſelves, 
- Humbling their Deities to Love, have taken 
The Shapes ut Beaſts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated; and the Fire rob'd God, 
Golden Apolio, a poor humble Swain, - 
As I ſeem now. Their Transformations, 
Were never for a picce of Beauty rarer, 
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Nor i in a way ſo chaſt: Since my Deſires 
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Luſts 
Burn hotter than my Faith. 
| Per. O, but dear Sir, 
Your Reſolution cannot bold, when tis 
Oppos d, as it muſt be, by th' Power of the King. 
One of theſe two muſt be Neceſſities. 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this gn 
Or I my Life, 
Flo. Thou deareſt Perdiia, 
With theſe forc'd Thoughts I prethee durken not 
The Mirth o'th* Feaſt; or I'll be thine, my Fair, 
Or not my Father's. For 1 cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine, To this | am moſt conſtant, 
Tho Deſtiny ſay no. Be merry, gentle, 
| Strangle ſuch Thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
Timt you behold the while, Your Gueſts are comizg: 
Lift up your Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come, | 
Per, O Lady Fortune, 
S: and you auſpicious. 
Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Doren Servants ; with Poo 
lixenes, and Camillo diſguis d. 5 
lo See, your Gueſts approach; 
Addreſs your ſelf to entertain chem fpright! 7. 
And let's be red with Mirth. 
Shep. Fie, Daughter; when my old Wife liv'd, upon 
This day ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end o'th* Table, now i'th' middle; 
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o'fire 
With Labour; and the things ſhe took to querch i it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The Hoſteſs of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Theſe unknown Friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known. 


Ty Come 
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Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſent your ſelf 
That which you are, Miſtreſs o'th' Feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep ſhearing, - 

As your good Fleck ſhall proſper. 


Per. Sirs, welcome. | [To Polix and Gas 


It is my Father's Will, I ſhould take on me 
The Hcſteſs ſhip o'th* Day; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thoſe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's Reſemary, and Rue, theſe * 
Seeming ard Savour all the Winter long: 

Grace and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to cur Shearing, 
Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages. 

With Flowers of Winter. 

Per. Sir, the Year grovving ancient, 

Nor yet on Summer's Death, nor on the Birth 


Of trembling Winter, the faireſt Flowers o'rh' Seaſan 


Are our Carnations, and ſtreak d Gillyflowers, 
Which ſome call Nature's Baſtards; of that kind 
Our ruftick Garden's barren, and I care not | 
_ To get ſlips of them. 
PFeiol. Wherefore, gentle Maiden, 

Do lect them? 

: *. have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſs fares 
With great creating- Nature. 1 | 

Pol. Say there be, iy 
Yet Nature is made better by no Mean, | 
But Nature makes that Mean; fo over that Art, 
Which you ſay adds to Nature is an Art 
That Nature makes; you fre, ſweet Maid, we marry 
A gentler Sien to the wildeſt Stock, : 
And make conceive a Bark of baſer kind 
By Bud of Nobler Race. This is an Art 
Which does mend Nature; Change i it mr; but 
The Art it ſelf is Nature. 
| Per. So it is. SS | 
Fol. Then make your Garden rich i in E pfiowers, 

And do nat call them — 


| Per, 


S. "a a_ — r a> won. God — ie Met at Po S aw dtd 3 
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Per. Ill not 
The Dible in Earth, to ſet one ſlip of them: 
No more than were I Painted, I would wiſh 
This Youth ſhould ſay twere well; and only therefore- 
Deſire to breed by — Here's Flowers for you; 
Hot Laverider, Mints, Savoury, Marjoram, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to Bed with th Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping: Theſe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and, 1 think, they are given 
| To Men of middle Age. Yeare welcome. 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, YET your. Flock, 
And only live by gazing. 
Per. Out alas; 
You'd be fo lean, that blaſts of Fanuary [Friends, 
Would blow you through aud through. Now, my faireſt 
| 1 would I had ſome Flowers o' th' Spring, that might 
Become your time of Day; and yours, and — 8 
That wear upon your Virgin branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Praſerpina. 
For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou lee fall. 
From Diss Waggon: Dafacils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The Winds of March with Beauty; Violets, dim, 
= ſweeter than the Lids of Funes Eyes, 
Or Cythered's Breath; pale Prim-roſes, 
| That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabus in his Strength, a Malady 
Moſt incident to Maids; bold Oxlips. and 
The Crown-Imperial; Lillies of kinds, 
The Flower-de- Lis being one. O theſe | ack 
To make you Garlands of, and my * Friend 
To ſtrow him o er and o'er. | 
Flo. What? like a Coarſe? | 
Per. No, like a Bank, for Love to lie and play on; 
Nor like a Coarſe; or if not to be buried, 
But and in mine Arms. Come, take your Flowess 
Merhinks 1 play as I have ſeen __— —_— 
In Whitſon Falles; Sure this Robe of mine 
Does change my . V 
1 | Flog 
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Flo. What you do, 
Still betters what is done; When you ſpeak, Sweet, 
| Fil have you do it ever; when | 
II have you buy and fell ſo; fo oo Alms; 
Pray fo; and for the ord'ring your Affairs, 
To ſing them too. When you do Dance, I wiſh you 
A Waye o' th' Sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; — ſtill, ſtill ſo, 
And own no other Function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the preſent Deeds, 
That all your Acts are — 
Per. O Doricles, | | 
Your Praiſes are too large; but that your Youth 
And the true Blood which peeps fort yok through i it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd Shepherd, 
With Wiſdom, I might fear, my Doricles, 
Tou woo'd me the falſe way. 
Flo. I think you have 
Sy As te Skil td fear. 10 1 have purpoſe a 
Io put you tot. But come, our — i 
Tour Hand, my Ferdita; fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to . 
Per. Vil (wear for em 
Fol. This is the anden . that ever 
Nan on the green-ford; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
Bur ſmacks of ſomething greater than her ſelf, af 
Too noble for this place: | 
Cam. He tells her ſomething 2 
That makes her Blood look on't: Good both ſhe is 


. 6 — eybagra 


0. Come on, ſtrike up. 


= Mogſa muſt be your Miſtreſs; marry cela 


mend her kiſfing with. 
Mop. Now in good time. 


Clo. Not a Word, a Word, we rd pononr Manners 


Come ſtrike up. 115 
Here a Dance of Sbepberdi and She de 
Pol. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair — 

Which Dances with 2 Danghter?/ 
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_Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Upon his own Report, and I believe it: $435 
He looks like ſooth; he ſays he loves my Daughter, 
| chink ſo too; for never gaz'd the Moon | 
Upon the Water, wa nd me read be plain 
As twere my Daughter's Eyes: And, to be plain, 
I think does bs — half a Kiſs to chuſe 
Who loves another beſt. tr 
Pol. She Dances featly. 8 
Shep. So ſhe does any thing, tho I report it A 
That ſhould be filent; if young Doricles | 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams op. 
„ 5 Enter a Servant. 2 | 
Ser. O Maſter, if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
Door, you would never Dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: No, the Bag:pipe c-uld not move you; he ſings ſe- 
veral Tunes faſter than you'll tell Mony; he utrers them 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grow to his 
J. F ES 
_ Clo; He could never come better; he ſhall come in; I 
love a Ballad but even teo well, if it be doleful 'Matter 
merrily ſet-down; or a very pleaſant thing indeed, and ſung 
6 d.. k A ĩ ev... 

Ser. He hath Songs for Man or Woman of all Sizes; 
no Milliner can ſo fit his Cuſtomers with Gloves: He has 
the prettieſt Love. longs for Maids, ſo without Bawdry,.. 
(which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dildos 
and Fapings: Jump her and thump her: and where ſome 
ſtretch-· mouth d Raſcal would, as it were, mean miſchief, 
and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the Maid to 

| anſwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good Man; puts him off, 
to flights him, with Whoop, do me no harm, good Man. 

Pol. This is a brave Fellow. © "RS 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable conceited 
Fellow, has he any unbraided Wares? 9 
Ser. He hath Ribbons of all. the Colours i th Rainbow; 
Poiats, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia cn !lcarnedly 
handle, tho they come to him by the Groſs: Inkles, Cad- 
1  Fy. ” Cifles, 
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diſſes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he ſings em over, as they 
were Gods or Goddeſſes; you would think a Smock werez 
She-Angel, he ſo chantsto the Skceve- hand, and the work 
about the Square on r. 

Clo. Prithee bring him in, and let him approach ſing · 

* Forewarn him that he uſe no ſcurrillous words ir 

Tunes. 
Clo. You have of theſe Fell that have more inthew, ö 
than you'd think, Siſter. 

10 Her. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think, 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 
Cyprus black as ter was Crow; 
Gloves as ſweet as Damask Roſes, 
Mass for Faces, and for Noſes; 
Bugle-Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber, 
FP for a Lady's Chamber: 
|  Yuoifs, and Stomachers, 
For my Lads ts give their Dears: 
Pins, and poaking Sticks of Steel, 
| What Maids lack from Head to Heel: 
Ceme buy of me, come: Come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elſe your Laſſes cry: Come buy. 
Clo. If 1 were not in love with Mopſs, thou ſhould'ſt take 
no Mony of me; but bein enthralfd as I am, it will alſo 
de the Bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 
| Mop. I was promis d them againſt the Feaſt, but they 
tome not too late now. 


Dor He bath promis d you more than that, or there be 
Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *May te 
he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to give him 
ain. 

Cie. Is there no Manners left among Maids? Will they 
wear their Plackets, where they ſhould bear their Faces? Is 
there not Milking-time, when you are going to Bed, or 

| Ki hole, to whilit of theſe Secrets, but you cul be 


y 
3 
r 
e 
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little · tatling before all our Gueſts? tis well they are whiſ- 


pring: Clamour your Tongnes, and not a Word more. 


Mop. 1 have done: Come, you promis d me a tawdry- 
Lace, and a pair of ſweet Gloves. 
Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozen aby the way, 


and loſt all my Mony? 


Aut. And indeed, Tc there are Coneners abroad, there- 


fore it behoves Men to be wary. 


Clo. Fear not thou, Man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here, 

Aut. 1 hope ſo, Sir, for I have about me many ms 
of Charge. 

Clo. What haft here? Ballads? | 

Mop. Pray now buy ſome, 1 love a Ballad in Print, or a 


Life, for then we are ſure they are true. 


Aut. Here's one to a very 4oleful Tune, how a Uſurer's 


Wife was brought to Bed with twenty Mony Bags at a Bur- 
then, and how the long d to eat Adder's * and Toads 


Carbonꝛdo d. 


Mop. Is it true, think you 
Aut. Very true ay Monthold. 
Dor. Bleſs me from marrying a Uſurer. 


Aut, Here's the Midwife's Name tot; one Millreſs Tale- 
_ Porter, and five or fix honeſt Wives that were preſent. 


Why ſhould I carry Lies abroad? 
Mop. Pray you now buy it. | 
Clo, Come on, lay it = and let's fiſt ler more Ballads; 

we'll buy the other 1. anon. 

Aut. Here's aqocher Ballad of a Fiſh, that appear'd upon 
the Coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, forty thou - 


| {and Fadom above Water, and ſung this Ballad paint the 


hard Hearts of Maids; it was thought ſhe was a Woman, 


| and was turn'd into a cold Fiſh, for ſhe would not 57 
Fleſn with one chat low d ber: The Baked 3 is very pit 


and as true. 
Dor. 1s it true too, think you? : 


Aut. Vive N at it; . mt than | 
_ wy Pack will hold. 


Clo, Lay it by too: Another. | 
Aut. This is a merry Ballad, but a yery pretty one. 
dap. Let's bare ſome ** ones. 

Aut: 
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Au. Why this is a paſſing merry one, and to the 
Tune of ws Maids wooing Man ; there's e a Maid 


Weſtward but ſhe fings it: Tis in R ueſt, I can tell you. 
5 We can both ſing it; if thou * 
Malt hear, tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on't a Month a- go. 

An. 1 can bear my part, you muſt know * tis my Oc- 
cupation: Have at it with you. | 


1 Ke 3 | 
= ''” Where it fs vn you to bg. 
Dor. Whither? | 

Mop. O whither? 

Mor Whither ? | | 
Mop. 1 ecu thy Ot full wal, 
Thou to me thy Secrets tell. 

| Dor. Me too, let me go thither: 5 
Mop. Or then goeſt to 1 Grange, or Mill, 
Dor. EO 6 FRE: 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. What neither? 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. Thou haſt ſworn my Love to be, 

Mop. Thou haſt — to me: 
Then whuther goeſt? Say whither? 


| Clo, We'll have this Song out anon by our ſelves: My 
Father and the Gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll not trou- 
ble them: Come bring away 45 Pack after me. Wenches, 


I buy for you both: Pedlar let's have the firſt Choice; 
— follow me Girls, 


Li And you fall pa well for em. 


| 15 5 ON G. 

wil any Tape, or Lace your Cape, 

| 222 Duc, my b 

an Silk, any Thread, any Toys for your Hud | 
of the ver , and ff, fin'f Hare. a: 
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came to the Peder, Mony's a medler, 
n Mens Mare · a. 


199 ber Clown, Amolicus, Dorcxs, and Mod 


Enter 4 Servant. 


Ser. Maſter, there are three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, and three Swine-herds that have made 
themſelves all Men of Hair, they call themſelves Salticrs, 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches lay is a Gally- 
maufry of Gambols, becauſe they are not in t: But they 
themſelves are o'th* mind, if it be not too rough for 
2 that know little but Bowling, it will pleaſe plenti - 
Shep. Away; we'll none on't; here has been too much 

_ homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you. 
Fol. You weary thoſe: that refreſh us: 2 let's ſee | 
theſe four-threes of Herdſmen. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own 
danc'd before the King; and as woe 
but jumps twelve Foot and half by th ſr 

Shep, Leave — the = 
pleas'd, let them come t quickly now. 8 

Here 4 Dance of twelve Satyrs. 

Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that hereafter: = 
Is it not too far gone? Tis time to part them, - _— 
He's fimple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd, Z 


5 Sir bak 


y Your Heart is full of ſomething, that does take 
- Your Mind from Feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 
2 And handed Love, as you do, I vras wont 

z To load my She with Knacks: ! would have Ranſack d 


The Pedler's filken Treaſury, and haye pour'd it- 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this e 
Your lack of Love, or Bounty, you were ftraited 
For a Reply at leaſt, rr me ke a | Gare. © 

Of happy boldin her. 

Fo. Old Sir, Il know ö 
” Shs pris not fuck Trill x theſe we 
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The Gifts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockg ( 
Up in my Heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd, O hear me breath my Life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhould ſeem 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy Hand, this Hand, 
As ſoft as Dove's Down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopians Tooth, or the fann'd Snow, 
That's bolted by th Northern Blaſt twice o'er. 
Pol. What —_— this? | 
Ho prettily ng Swain ſeems to waſh 
The Hand, ws fir before! i have put you out; 
But to your Proteſtation: Let me hear 
What you profeſs. 
Flo. Do, and be witneſs tot. 
Fol. And this my Neighbour too? 
Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and Men; the Earth, and Heav'ns, and all; 
That were I crown'd the moſt Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireft Youth 
That erer made Eye ſwerve, had Force and Knowledge 
More than was ever Man's, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her ma them to _— -:* 
_ Commend them, and condemn them to her Service, 
Or to their own Perdition. 
Pol. Fairly offer'd. 
Cam. This ew a ſound AﬀeRion: 
But m Daughter, . 1 
Ar 
Per. I cannot ſpeak 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean better; 
By the Pattern. of mine own Thoughts, 1 cut out 
The Purity of his. 
Shep. Take Hands, a 5 
And Friends * -  di you 88 tot: | 
1 give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 3 
Flo. O, that muſt be 
| Iith' Virtue of your Daughter; one ; one being dead, 
CFF yet, 
5 3 your Wondes : n on, 
Contract 


7 
bh 
15 
| 
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Contract us 'fore-theſe Witneſſes. 8 
Shep. Come, your Hand; 
And, Daughter, yours. 
Pol. Soft, Swain, a- while; beſeech you, 
Have you a Father? 
Flo. I have; but what of him? | 
Pol. Knows he of this? 
Flo. He neither does por ſhall. 
Pol. Methinks a Father 
s at the Nuptial of his Son, a Gueſt | 
That beſt becomes the Table: Pray you once moe 
ls not your Father grown incapable 
Of rea Affairs? Is he not Stupid 
With Age, and altring Rheums? Can he ſpeak? Hear? 
Know Man from Man ? Diſpute his own Estate? 
Lyes he not Bed-rid? and again, does eunog | 
But what he did, being Childiſh? 
Flo. No, good Sir; 
he has his Health, ad arp Seng ned 
Than moſt have of his age. 
| Pol. By my white Beard, 
Lou offer him, if this be ſo, a Wrong 
Something unfilial: Reaſon my Son . 
Should chuſe himſelf a Wife, but as goed reaſon - 
The Father (all whoſe Joy is nothing elſe | 
But fair Poſterity) ſhould bold _ Counſel 
ln ſuch a Buſineſs. 
Flo. I yield all this; 
But for Gans other Reaſons, my grave Sir, 
Which tis not fit you know, I got . 
My Father of this Buſineſs, 
Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Pol. Prithee let him. | 
= 004. 20 TON: 8 
Shep. Let him, my Son, ſhall not need ty grieve, 
At Ms of thy Choice, F PR 
Fl. Come, come, he _ not: 
Mark our Contract. 
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Pol. Mark our Divorce, young Sir, [ [Diſcovering himſe 
Whom Son 12 not call: Thos art too baſe . 


To be acknowledg d. Thou a Scepter's Heir, 
That thus affects a Sheep- hook? Thou old Traytor, 
Jam ſorry that by hanging thee, I can 
But ſhorten thy e one Week. And thou freſh Piece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The Royal Fool thou coap'ft with. 

Shep. Oh my Heart! 


Pol. I'll have thy Beauty ſcratch'd with Briars, * made | 


More homely than thy State. For thee, fond * 
If I may ever know thou doſt but figh, 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee this Knack, as never 
I mean thou ſhalt, we'll bar thee from Succeſſion, 
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin, 
Far than Dexcalion off: Mark thou my Words; 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl, for this time, 
Tho full of our Diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it: And You, Enchantment, 
| Worthy enough a Herdſman; yea him too, | 
That makes himſelf, but for our Honour therein, 
_ Unworthy thee; if ever, henceforth, thou 
—— 
Or more, with thy Em 
Na et Nn es cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to it. [Exif. 
Per. Even here undone: 
I was not much afraid; for once or twice 
| I was about to ſpeak; and tell him bY 
The faf Lime Hun that ines upon _ | 
Hides not his Viſage from our Cottage, but 


Looks on alike. Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be te [To Flo: 


I told you what would come of this: Beſeech you 

Of your own State take care: This Dream of mine 

5 now awake, III goon þ it no inch farther, 

But milk my Ewes, and 2 

Cam. Why how now, Fat 

Speak e'er thou dyeſt. 
Shep. I cannot _Y nor think, 

Nor da e to know that which | know, O Sir 7 v1 Flor . 

Ton 


 *V e 
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You have undone a Man of fourſcore three, 

That thoughtto fill his Grave in quiet; yea. 

To die upon the Bed my Father dy d. F 

To ye cloſe by lis honeſt Bones ; but nos 

Some Hang-man muſt put on my Shroud, and lay me 

Where no Prieſt ſhovels in Duſt. Oh curſed Wretch! 

[To Perdita. 

That knew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldlt adyenture 

To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone! | 

If I might die within this Hour, I have — i 

To 2 when I defire. 3 0 Exit. 
0s Wh look 0 me f : 

] am bat — = et; rr 

But nothing ter'd: What I was lamm ont Sets 

More ftraining on, for plucking back; not got following” 

My Leaſh unwillingly. | 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 

You know your Father's s Temper: At this time 

He will allow no Speech, which I'do gun 

You do not purpo to him; and as hardly 

Ville endure pour gt as yet | fear; 


Then, till the g 
Come not before him. 1) 
Flo. I not it. 5 . 


I think, | 
Cam, * . N 
Per. How often have T'rold you *ewould be thus?, 0 

How often ſud, my Dignity would lat 6 3 f 

But till *ewere known? a 
No. It cannot fail, but by 5 

The Violation of my Faith, and then MIR 67 


et Nature craſh the f & * Earth 

And mar the Seeds within. * thy Looks 
From my Succeſſion wipe me, F 

Am Heir to my Affection. 


Cam. Be advis d. | pa 
Flo. I am; and by my Fancy, if my Reaſon 
Will thereto be — I have-Reaſon ; _ 
If not, my Senſes, better leas'd with Maduchs, 
De hid it welcome. | 
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Cam. This is Sir. | 
Flo. So call it; but it does fulfil my ver, | 
I needs muſt think it H Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, mor the Pomp that may | 
Be thereat gleaned; for all 12 . 
The cloſe th wombs, or the id Seas hide 
In unknown Fadoms, will I break my Oath 
To this my fair Beloy'd: Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Father's Friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, (as in faith I mean not 
To ſee him any more) caſt your good Counſels 
5 his Paſſion; let my ſelf and Fortune 
ug for the time to come. This you may now, 
as ſo deliver, I am put to Sea 
With her, whom here 1 cannot hold on Shore; 
And mall opportune to her ood, 1 1 


A Veſſel rides * by, but no! not 


For this deſign. 
Shall nothing 


- Flo. Heark, Perdita. 

eee. | 

Cam. He's irremoveable, = 

_ Reſoly'd for _— | 

His going 1 frame to ſerve my turn; IS ag 

Save him from danger, A 

Purchaſe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy King. — Maſter, eben 7 

I fo much thirſt to ſee. * "2 PS 

Flo. Now, Camillo; +: 

I am fo fraught with carious Buſineſs that 

I leave out Ceremony. Ny 

Cam. Sir, I think 

You CORN nies loye 
That I have born your Father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 


mays ”=_ dec It i is my Father's Mubick | 


He chides to Fell ard bids the other grow . 
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To ſpeak your Deeds; not little of his Care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 
Cam. Well, my Lotd, 


17 you may pleaſe to think 1 love the King, 


And through him, what's neareſt to him, which i ia 
Your gracious ſelf, embrace but my Direction, 


If your more ponderous and ſetled Projet 


May ſuffer Alteration : On mine Honour, 

I'll point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your Highneſs, where you way 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs; from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no dis junction to be made, but by 

(As Heav'ns forefend) your Ruin. Marry hee, 
And with my beſt Endeayours, ia your Abſence, 


Tour diſcontented Father Ill ſtrive to — 
And bring to liking. | 


Flo. How, Camilo, 
May this, almoſt a Miracle, be docs? 


| That I may call thee ſomething more than Man, 
And after that truſt to ther? 8. 


Cam. Have you thought on 


A place whereto you'll go? 


Flo. Not any yet: 


| But as th/ unthought-on Accident is pile 
Of what we wildly do, fo we p 
Our ſelves to be 4 Slaves of 


Of every Wind that blows. 

Cam N N * to _ 5 
This follows, if you not change your Faye 
But undergo this 2 make for Sicilia, 

And there yp agg your ſelf, and your fair Princeſs, 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe — be) fore — e 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 


| The Partner of your Bed. Methinks I ce 


Leontes opening his free Arms, and weepi 


His Welcomes forth ; asks thee, the Son, irene, | 


As 'ewere ith' Father's Perſon ; kiſſes the Hands 

Of your freſh Princeſs; o'er and o'er divides him, 
*'Twixt his Unkindneſs, and his Kindneſs: Tae 
Faſter 


— 
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Faſter than 1 6 or Time, 
Flo. Worth 

What colour mg or my Viſitation ſhall 1 
Hold up before him? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 

To greet him, and to give him Comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 

What you, as from your Father, ſhall deliver, 

Things known betwixt us three, III write you down, 

The which ſhall you forth at every fitting 

What you muſt ſay, that he ſhall not perceive, 

But that you have your Father's Boſom EN 

And ſpeak his very Heart. 

Flo. I am bound to 
There is ſome Sap in t 
Cam. A courſe more — 
Than a wild Dedication of your elves 

To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; ot certai 
To Miſeries enough: No hope to help 
But as you ſhake off one, to take —. 
Nothing ſo certain, as your Anchors, = 

Do their beſt Office, if they can but ſtay you, 

Where you'll be loath to be: Beſides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very Bond of Love, 74 
Whoſe freſh Complexion, and whole Heart together; 

Affliction alters. 

Fer. One of theſe is true: : 

I think Affliction may ſubdue the check, 

But not take in the Mind. | 
Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? 

There fhall not at your Father's Houſe, cheſs ſeven Yeu, 
Be born 2 ſuch. 
Flo. My good Camillo, 

She's as "A of her Breeding, as 
She is i'th' rear o'our Birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, tis pity 


She lacks InſtruQions, for ſhe ſeems . Miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 


Per. Your Pardon, Sir, for this 
FL bluſh you Thanks, 


D 
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Flo. My prettieſt Perdita 
But O, the Thorns we ſtand upon. Camille, 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me; i 
The Medicine of our Houſe; hew ſhall we do? 
We are not furnifh'd like Bohemia's Son, 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily — 
Cam. My Lord. | | 
Fear none of this: I think you know my Fortunes 
Do all lye there: It ſhall be fo my Care 
To have you Neu appointed, as if 1 
The Scene you play were mine. For inſtance, Sir, - 
That you may know you ſhall not want; one word. 
| "ll [ They talk aſides 
8 Enter Autolicus. 3 = 
Aut. Ha, ha, what a Fool Honeſty is! and Truſt, his 
ſworn Brother, a very ſimple Gentleman! I have ſold all 
my Trumpery; not a Counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
Glaſs, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife, 
Tape, Glove, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horn- ring to keep my 
Pack from faſtning: They throng who ſhould buy firſt, as 
it my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a Bene- 
diction to the Buyer; by which means, I ſaw whoſe Purſe 
was beit in Picture; and what I ſaw, to my good Uſe, 1 
remember d. My good Clown (who wants but ſome- 
thing to be a reaſonable Man) grew ſo in Love with the 
Wenches Song, that he would not ſtir his Pettitoes till 
he had both Tune and Words, which ſo drew the reſt of 
the Herd to me, that all their other Senſes ſtuck in Ears; 
| you might have pinch'd a Placket, it was ſenſeleſs, 'rwas 
nothing to geld a Codpiece of a Purſe; 1 would have 
filed Keys off that hung in Chains: No hearing, no feel- 
ing, but my Sir's Song, and admiring the nothing of it. 
So that in this time of Lethargy, I pick d and cut moſt 
of their Feſtival Purſes: And had not the old Man come 
in with a Whoo-bub againft his Daughter, and the King's 
Son, and fear'd my Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not 
left a Purſe alive in the whole Army. os 
Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 
PF! ³·ĩ» ˙ ⁹OQA 
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Flo. And thoſe that you'll procure from King Leontes == 


Cam. Shall ſatisfie your Father. 
Per. Happy be you: habla 


All that you ſpeak, ſhews fair. 
Cam. Who have we here? 


We'll make an Inſtrument of this; omit 


Nothing may give us aid, 
Au. If they have over- 


Cam. How now, 
Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo? Fear not, Man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee. 


Aut. I am a 


make an Excha 


nough. 


heard me now: Wh 
Fellow, ME 


poor Fellow, Sir. 
Cam. Why, be fo ſtil]: Here's no Body will teal 
from thee; yet for the outſide of thy Poy 


: Therefore diſcaſe thee in 


muſt think there's a Neceſſit 
with his Gentleman: Tho' t 


y Hanging. 


that 


- we muſt 
tly, (thou 
4 . and change Garments 


Penny. worth, on his ſide, 
be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. 


Au. I am a poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well e- 
Cam. Ney, prithee diſpach; the Gentleman is half flead 


Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir? 1 ſmell the Trick ont. 
prithee. 


Fo. Diſpatch, 1 


Au. Indeed I have 
ſcience take it, 
Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miſtreſs, (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you muſt retire 
Into ſome Covert; take your Sweet- 
And pluck it o'er your Brows, muffle your Face, 
Diſmantle you, and, as you can, diſliken | 
The Truth of your own ſeeming, that you may 
yes over you) to Ship-board 


(For I do fear 


That I muſt bear a Part, 


Cam. No remedy-——= 
Have you done there? 


our ſelf 
t's Hat 


had earneſt, but I cannot with Con- 


Flo, 
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Flo. Should I now meet my Father, 

He would not call me Son. | 

| Cain, Nay, you ſhall have no Hat: 
Come Lady, come: Farewel, my Friend, 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. Nai 
Flo, O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 
| Pray you * As hs 1 SPE 
p Cam. What next, to tell the King [4/ides 

6 Of this Eſcape, and whither they are . l | 
Wherein my Hope is, I ſhall ſo prevail 
To force him after; in whoſe Company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe fight, 


0 


at I have a Woman's 

iſt Flo. Fortune ſpeed us. 8 

du Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to th Sea ſide. ¶ Ex. Flo. & Per. 
ts Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. [us. 
©, Aut. I underſtand the Buſineſs, I hear it: To have an 


open Ear, a quick Eye, and a nimble Hand, is neceſſary for 
e- a Cut-purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out 
work for th' other Senſes. I ſee this is the Time that the 
ad unjuſt Man doth thrive, What an Exchange had this been, 
| without boot? What a boot is here, with this exchange? 
Sure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do 
any thing extempore. The Prince himſelf is about a piece 
of iniquity, ſtealing away from his Father, with his Clog 
at his Heels. If 1 — it were a piece of honeſty to 
acquaint the King withal, I would not do't: 1 hold it 
the more Knavery to conceal it; and therein am 1 con- 
ſtant to my Profeſſion. ke kun Es 
Nek © Enter Clown and Shepherd. TIT 
Aſide, aſide, here's more matter for a hot Brain; Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Seſſion, Hanging, yields a 
careful Man work. L Me 
Cilio. See, ſee; 5 N = you 8 There * 
| other way, but to tell the Ki et a Changling 5 nd 
none of Pour Fleſh and Boos. © IS 0A IR - 
_  Shep, Nay, but hear me. 5 
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Clo. She being no —__- Blood, your Fleſh 
and Blood has — offe the King, andſo your alen = 
Blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe thi 


found about her, thoſe ſecret Things, all but what * 


with her; this being done, let the Law go whiſtle ; 1 


Warrant vou. 
Shep. 1 will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and his 


-Son's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt Man nei- 


ther to his Father, nor to me, to go about to make me 
the King's Brother-in-Law. _ 

Clo. Indeed Brother-in-Law was the fartheſt off yon 
could have been to him, and then your Blood had been 
the dearer by 1 know how much an Ounce, 


Aut. Ver) wiſely, Puppies. [Afide. 
Shep. well, let us to the King; there is thatin this Far- 


thel will make him ſcratch his Beard. 


Aut. I know not what Impediment this Complaint maß 


be to the Flight of my Maſter. 


Clo. *Pray heartily he be at the Palace. 
Aut. Tho I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 


times by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excre- 


ment. How now, Ruſtiques, whither are you bound? 
To th' Palace, and it like your Worſhip. 


6 "=" Your Aﬀairs there? What? with whom? the Con- 


dition of that Farthe) ? the Place of your Dwelling? your 


Names? your Age? of what having? breeding, and any 
thing that is fitting for to be known, diſcover? 


We are but plain Fellows, Sir. 


: * A Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have 0 
lying; it becomes none but Tradeſmen, and they often 


we us, Soldiers, the Lie, but we pay them for it with 
mped Coin, not ſtabbing Steel, therefore they do not 
ive us the Lie. 
Clo. Your Worſhip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your ſelf with the manner, 
Shep. Are you a Courtier, and like you, Sir? 


A. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. 
geeſt thou not the Air of the Court in theſe Enfbldings? 


Hath not my Gate in it the Meaſure of the Court? receives 


not hy Note * from me? Reflect I not _ 
ai thy 


LE oe 0 
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thy Baſeneſs, Court Contempt? Think'ſt thou, for that I 
inſinuate, or toaze from thee thy Buſineſs, I am there fore 
no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap- a- e; and one that will 


either puſh-on, or puſh back, thy there, where · 
r Affair. 
8 


1 Buſineſs, Sir, is to he King. 
win Advocate haſt thou to him? 

Shes. I know not, and't like you. 

Glo. Adyocate's the Court-word for a Pheazant; E 
you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir; I have no Pheaſant Cock, nor Hen. 
Au. How bleſſed are we, that are not ſimple Men! 
Yet Nature might have made me as theſe are, 

Therefore I will net diſdain. - | 

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier. | 

= His Garments are __ but he wears them not 


Cle. He ſrems to be the mare Noble in being fantaſti- 


_ cal; a great Man, I'll warrant; I know by the picking ; 
_ on's Teeth, | 


Aut. The Farthel there; war's. ith Farchel* | 
Wherefore that Box? 

Shep. Sir, there lyes ſuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which none muſt know but the King, and which he ſhall. 


know within this Hour, if I may come to th Speech of him. 


Aus. Age, thou haſt loſt thy Labour. 

Shep. Why Sir? 1 

Aut. The King is not at the Palace, he is gone aboard 
2 new Ship to purge Melancholy, and air himſelf; for if 
thou be'ſt capable of things frious thou muſt know the 
King is — of Grief. 

So tis faid, Sir, about his Son that ſhould have 

married a Shepherd's Daughter. . 

Aut. If that Shepherd be not in Hand- faſt, let him fs; | 
the Curſes he ſhall have, the Tortures he ſhall feel, will 
break the Back of Man, the Heart of Monſter. 

Clo. Think you ſo, Sir? 

Aut. Not 1 ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make 1 


and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Germain to him, 


tho remov d fifty times, ſhall 9 1 
. III. FTA Wang. 
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which, the it be \ Pity, yet it is neceſſary. An old 
Sheep-whiſtling — a Lune, to offer to have 
his Daughter come into Grace? Some ſay he ſhall be 
ſton d; but that Death is too ſoft for him, ſay I: Draw 
our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? All Deaths are too few, 
the ſharpeſt too eaſe. | e 
Clo. Has the old Man cer a Son, Sir; do you hear, 
and't like you, Sir ? | 
Aut. He has a Son, who ſhall-be flay'd alive, then 
*nointed over with Honey, ſet on the Head of a Walſp' 
Neſt, then ſtand till he be three Quarters and a Dram 
dead; then recover d again with Aqua- vita, or ſome o- 
ther hot Infuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the hotteſt 
Day Prognoſtication proclaims) ſhall he be ſet againft a 
Brick-Wall, the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon 
him, where he is to behold him, with Flies blown to 
- Death. But what talk we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, | 
whoſe Miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their Offences being ſo 
capital? Tell me, (for you ſeem to be honeſt plain Men) 
what you have to the King; being ſomething geatly con- 
ſider d, Vl bring you where he is aboard, tender your 
Perſons to his Prefen ce, whiſper him in your behalf; and 
if it be ia Man, beſides the King, to effect your Suits, here 
is a Man ſhall do it. . 8 
Quo. He ſeems to be of great Authority; cloſe with him, 
give him Gold; and though Authority be a ſtubborn Bear, 
yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold; ſhew the Inſide 
of your Purſe to the outſide of his Hand, and no more a- 
do. Remember ſton'd and flay'd alive. - 4200 
_ Shop. And't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the Buſineſs 
for us, here is that Gold I have; I'll make it as much 
more, and leave this young Man in Pawn till I bring it 
_ : 
Aut. After I have done what I promiſed? 
Shep. Ay, Sir. fe 3 
A. Well, give me the Moiety. Are you a Party in 
this Buſineſs ? . "Io 2 f 
.* Clo. In ſome ſort, Sir; but tho my Caſe be a pitiful 
ene, I hope I ſhall not be flay d out of it. KA 
Aut. Oh that's the Caſe ot the Shepherd's Son; hang 
him, he'll be made an Example. 5 
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Clo. Comfort, good Comfort; we muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange Sights; he muſt know tis none of 


your Daughter nor my Siſter, we are gone elſe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as this old Man does, when the 


Buſineſs is perform'd, and remain, as he ſays, your Pawn 
till it be brought you. | 


Aut. I will truſt you, walk before toward the Sea-ſide, 
go on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge, 


and follow you. re 


Clo. We are bleſs'd in this Man, as I may fay, even 


bleſs d. | 


Shep. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided 1 
do us good. | [Exeunt Shep. and Clown. 
Aut. If I had a Mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would 


not ſuffer me; ſhe drops Booties in my Mouth. lam 


courred now with a double Occaſion : Gold, and a Means 
to do the Prince my Maſter good; which, who knows 
how that may turn back to my Advancement? Iwill bring 
theſe two Moals, theſe blind ones, aboard him; if he think 


it fit to Shoar them again, and that the Complaint they 


have to the King concerns him nothing, let him call me 
Rogue, for being ſo far officious, for I am Proof againſt 
that Title, and what Shame elſe belongs tot: To him 


will I preſeatthem, there may be Matter in it. ¶ Exit. 


— 
3 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


| Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, and Servants, 
Clio. C IR, you have done enough, and have perform'd 


IJ A Saint-like Sorrow: No Fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem d; indeed pay'd down 

More Penitence, than done Treſpaſs. At the laſt 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil 


With them, forgive your ſelf. 
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My Blemiſhes in them, and fo ſtill think of 
The Wrong I did my ſelf; which was fo _— 
Deſtroy d the ſweetꝰſt Companion chat der Man 
Bred his Hopes out of, true. 
If one by one you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, took ſomethi 12 
d. 
Would be unparallel'd. 
Leo. I chink fo. Killd? 
Sorely, to ſay I did; It is as bitter 
| Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now; good now; | 
Cleo. Not at all, good Lady; 
You might have ſpoken a thouſand things, that would 
Your Kindneſs better. : 
Paz. You are one of thoſe, 
Dio. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
What Dangers, by his Highneſs fail of Iſſue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and deyour 
Than to rejoice the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
To bleſs the Bed of Majefty again 
With a ſweet Fellow to't? 
(Reſpecting her that's gone) Beſides, the Gods 
Will have fulfill'd their ſreret Purpoſes: 
„s' t not the Tenor of his Oracle, 
That oof Leontes ſhall not have an Heir, 


Her and her Virtues, I cannot 
That Heir-Jeſs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Pau. Too true, my Lord, 
To make a perfect Woman; ſhe you 
She I kill'd ? I did fs, but thou ſtrikt me 
Say ſo bat ſeldom. 
Have done the time more Benefit, and grac d 
Would have him wed again. 

Of his moſt Soveraign Name; Confider little, 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
For preſent Comfort, and for future Good, 

Pau. There is none 
For has not the divine Apollo faid, 
Till his lo Child be tound? Which, that it ſhall, 
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I; all as monſtrous to our bumane Reaſon, 
As my Antigonus to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my Life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. *Tis your Council, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heav'ns be contrary, 
Oppoſe againſt their Wills. Care not for Iſſue, 
The Crown will find an Heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th Worthieſt; ſo his Succefſor 
Was like to be the beſt. 
Leo. Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the Memory of Hermione 
I know in Honour: O, that ever I 
Had ſquar d me to * Council; then, eren now | 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full Eyes, 
Have taken Treaſure apon her Lips. : 
Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded, 
Leo. Thou ſpeak'it Truth: 
No more ſuch Wives therefore no Wife; one worſe; 
And better us'd, would make her ſainted Spirit, 
Again poſſeſs ber Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) — 
And begin, why to me? 
Pau. Had ſhe ſuch Power, 
She had juſt Cauſe. | 
Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her I married. 
Pau. I ſhould fo: 
Vere I the Ghoſt that wak'd, ra bid you mark 
_ e. and tell me for what dull part in'c 
ol her; then I'd ſhriek, that even your Ears 
dy rift to hear me, and the Words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Leo. Stars, Stars, | 
And all Eyes elſe, dead Coals: fear thou no Wife : 
Fl! have no Wife, Paulina, 
Pan. Will you ſwear 
a Never to marry, but by my free dane | 
Leo. Never, Paulina, ſo be bleſs'd my Spirit. 
Pau, Then, good my Lords, bear Wirneſ to his Oath? 
W.3.- Clew . 
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Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Pau. Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione as is her Picture, 
Affront his Eye, 
Cleo. Good Madam, pray have done. | 
Tau. Let if my Lacan marry; if you will, Sir; 
No Remedy, but you will; give me the Office 
To chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 
As was ye our former ; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch, ; 
As, walk'd your firſt Queen's Ghoſt, it ſnould take Jog 
To ſee her in your Arms. 
Leo. My true Paulina, 
We ſnall not marry, till thou bidſt us. 
Pas. That 
Sͤhball be, when your firſt Veen $ again in Breath: 
Never ill then 
” Enter @ Servant. 
er. One that gives out himſelf Prince Floizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) . Accels 
Jo your high Preſence, 
Teo. What with him? He comes not 
| Like to his Father's Greatneſs; his Approach 
So out of Circumſtance, and ſudden, tells us, 
*Tis not a Viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What Train? 
Ser. But few, | 
And thoſe but mean. 
Leo. His Princeſs, ſay you, with him? 
Ser. Ves; the moſt peerleſs piece of Earth, I think, 
That e'er the Sun ſhene bright on. 
Pax. Oh Hermione, 
As every preſent Time doth boaſt i it ſelf 
Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy Grave 
Give way to What s ſeen now. Sir, you your ſelf 
Have ſaid, and writ ſo; but your writing now | 
Is colder than that Theam; ſhe had not been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd; thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her Beauty once, tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
To ſay you have ſcen a better. CY 


Sor. 
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Ser. Pardon, Madam; 
The one I have almoſt forgot, (your Pardon) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your Eye, 
Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 
Would ſhe begin a Sect, might quench the Zeal 
Of all Profeſſors elſe, make Proſelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. | 
Pas. How? not Women? | 
Ser. Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth than any Man: Men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all Women. 
Leo. Go, Cleomines; 
Your ſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd Friends) 
Bring them to our Embracement. Still tis ſtrange 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. [Ex Cleo. 
Pau. Had our Prince | 
(Jewel of Children) ſeen this Hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; there was not a full Month 
Between their Births. 
Les. Prethee no more; cls; thou ha =. 
He dies to me again, when talk d of: Sure LE... 
When l ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will bring me to conſider that, which may 
Unfurniſh me of Reaſun. They are come. 
Euter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 
Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, nc, 
For ſne did print your Royal Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, 
Your Father's Image is fo hit in you, 
His very Air, that I ſhould call you Brother, 
As II did him, and ſpeak of ſomerhing wildly - 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome; 
And your fair Princeſs, Goddeſs, oh! alas! 
J loft a Couple, that twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus bave ſtood, begetting Wonder, as 
_ You, gracious Couple do; and then 1 loſt, 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Miſery) I defire my Ly” . | 
Once more to look on him. | _ 
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4 Ry his Command 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all Greetings, that a King, as Friend, 
Can tn d his Brother; and but In rmity, | 
Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeiz d 
His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelf 
The Lands and Waters *twixt yeur Throne and his 
Mezſur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves, 
He bad me ſay fo, more than all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. 

Leo. Oh my Brother! 
Good Gentleman, the Wrongs I have done thee, ſtir 
Afreſn within me; and theſe thy Offices, 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters 
Of ray behind-hand Slackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring to th' Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th' fearful Uſage, 
(At leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neprune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains; much leſs, 
Th' Adventure of her Perſon? 
Flo. Good my Lord. 
She came from Lybia. 

| Leo. Where the warlike Saaler, 3 
Thar noble honour d Lord, is fear'd, and loy' 47 

Flo. Moſt Royal Sir, 
From thence; from him, whoſe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim'd his parting with her; thence 
(A proſperous South-Wind friendly) we have crols' > 
To Anh the Charge my Father gave me, 
For viſiting your Hi s; my beſt Train 
I have from your Sicilian Shores diſmiis d, 

Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignifie 

Not only my Succels in Lybia, Sir, 

But my Arrival, and my Wite's, in Safety 
Here, where we are. | 
Leo. The Bleſſed Gods 
Purge all Infection from our Air, whill you 

Do Climate here; you have 2 holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againſt whoſe Perſon, 
| bo Yared as it is, 1 ave done Sinz 
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For which the Heavens, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Iſſue- leſs; and your Father's bleſs d, 
As he from Heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his Goodneſs, What might I have been, 
Might I a Son and Daughter now have look d on, 
Such goodly things as you? 

Enter a Lord. 

| Lord. Moſt noble Sir, 

That which I ſhall report _ bear no Credit, | 
Were not the Proof fo iy Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by 5 | 
Deiires you to attach his Son, who has 
His Dignity and Duty both caſt off, 
. Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 

A Shepherd's Daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia! ſpeak. 

Lord. Here in your City; I now came from him, 
I ſpeak amazedly, and it comes 
My Marvel, and my Meſſage: To your Gourt | 
Whilſt he was haſtning, in the Chaſe, it Ow : 
Of this fair Couple, meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their — quitted, 
With this young Prince, 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me, 
Whoſe Honour, and whoſe Honeſty, "ill now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay't ſo to his Charge; 

He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir, 1 ſpake with him who noõ-w- 
Has theſe poor Men in Queſtion, Never ſavy | 
V retches ſo quake; they knee!, they Fils the Earth; 

Forſwear theraſelves as often as chey ſpeak; 
Bohemia ſtops his Ears, and threatens them 
With divers Deaths, in Death. 

Fer. Oh my poor Father, | 
The Heay'n ſets Spies « we us, will not have 
Our Coors celebrate 

Leo. You are marry d? 1 
yy SS 12 Taz 
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Flo. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The Stars, I ſee, will kiſs the Valleys firſt ; 5 
| The odds for high and low's alike. 
Leo. My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King? | 
Flo. She is, 
When once ſhe is my wife. 
Leo. That once, I ſee, by your good Father's Speed, 
Will come on very ſlowly. I am ſorry, 
Moſt forry, you have broken from his Liking; 
Where you were ty'd in Duty; and as ſorry 
' Your Choice is not fo rich in Worth as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. Dear, look up; 
Though Fortune, viſible an Enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with my Father; Power no Jot 
Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Beſeech you, Sir, 
Remember ſince you ow'd no more to Time 
Than I do now; with Thought of ſuch Affections, 
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Requeſt, 
My Father will gran _— Things, as Trifles. 
| Leo. Would he do 'd beg your precious Miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a Trifle. 
Pa. Sir, my Liege, 

Your Eye hath too much Youth int; not a Month 
*Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was more worth ſuch Gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leo. I thouphe of her, | 
| Even in theſe Looks I made. But your Petition 
Is yet unanſwer d; 1 will to your Father; 
Your Honour not O erthrown by your Deſires, 
I am Friend to them, and you; upon which Errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make: — good my Lord. 

[ 1 


8 [+ E N E 7 3 
Enter Autolicus, and 4 Gentleman. 


Hut. Beſeech you, Sir, were you ba at this Rela. 
tion ? 1 Cem. 
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1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard 


the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it; 
whereupon, after a little Amazedneſs, we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber; only this, me-thought, I 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child. 

Aut. I would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it. 
I Gent. | make a broken Delivery of the Buſineſs; but 
the Changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve- 


ry Notes of Admiration; they ſeem'dalmoſt, with ſtaring 
on one another, to tear the Caſes of their Eyes. There, 


was Speech in their Dumbneſs, Language in their very Ge- 
ſture; they look'd as if they had heard ot a World ranſom'd, 


or one deſtroy'd; a notable Paſſion of Wonder appear d 


in them; but the wiſeſt Beholder, that knew no more 
but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th. Importance were Joy, or 


3 but in the Extremity of the one, it muſt needs 


> 5g GR Enter another Gentleman. FE | 
Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Rogero. x 


2 Gene. Nothing but Bonfices: The Oracle is fulfill'd; 
the King's Daughter is found; ſuch a deal of Wonder is 
broken out within this Hour, that Ballad-makerscannotbe 


able to ex 1 | | 
* Enter another Gentleman. 


Heere comes the Lady Paulinas Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now, Sir? This News which is 


call'd true, is ſo like an old Tale, that the Verity of it is 
in ſtrong Suſpicion; has the King found his Heir? 


"3 Gent. Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 


Circumſtance: That which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch Unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 
of Queen Hermione; her Jewel about the Neck of it; 


the Letters of Autigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his Character; the Majeſty of the Creature, in Re- 


ſemblance of the Mother; the Affection of Nobleneſs, 
which Nature ſhews above her Breeding. and many o- 
ther Evidences proclaim her with all Certainty to be 


the King's Daughter, Did you fee the Meeting of the two 


Kings? 
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then loſt, when it was found. But oh the noble Combat, 
Princeſs from the Earth, and ſo locks her in embracing, 


dience of Kings and Priuces, for by ſuck was it ated. 


— — — 
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2 Gent. No. 


| 3 Gent. Then have you loſt a Sight which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
| held one Joy crown another. ſo and in ſuch manner, that 


it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them, for their 


Joy waded in Tears. There was caſting up of Eyes, hol- 


ding up of Hands, with Cauntenance of ſuch Diſtraction, 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour. 
Our King being ready to leap out of himſelf, for Joy of 
his found Daughter; as if that Joy were now become a 
Loſs, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother! then asks 
Bohemia, Forgiveneſs; then embraces his Son-in-Law; then 
again worries he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 


he thanks the old Shepherd, who ſtands by, lke a Wea- 

ther- beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns. I never 
| heard of ſuch another Encounter, which lames Report 

to follow it, and undoes Deſcription to do it. 


2 Gent, What pray you, became of Autigonus, that car- 
ry'd hence the Child? | | | ER 

3 Gent. Like an old Tale ſtill, which will haye Matters 
to rehearſe, tho Credit be aſleep, and not an Ear open; he 


was tern to pieces with a Bear; this ayouches the Shep- 


herd's Son, who has not only his lanocence, which ſeems 
much, to juſtifie him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 


his, that Paulina knows. | 


1 Gent. What became of his Bark, and his Follow- 
ers? „„ | 
2 Gent. Wrackt the ſame Inſtant of their Maſter's 
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; fo that all the 
Inſtruments which aided to expoſe the Child, were even 


that *rwixt Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. She 
had one Eye declin'd for the Loſs of her Husband, anc- 
ther elevated that the Oracle was fulill'd. She lifted the 


as if ſhe would pin her to her Heart, that ſhe might no 
more be in danger of loſing. | „ 
1 Gent. The Diænity of this Act was worth the Au- 


3 Gent, 
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3 Gent. One of the prettieſt Touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh, was, when at the Relation of the Queen's 


Death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, bravely con- 


fels'd, and lamented by the King, how Attentiveneſs 
wounded his Daughter, till, from one Sign of Doluur to 
another, ſhe did, with an Alas, I would fain ſay, bleed 
Tears; for I am ſure, my Heart wept Blood. Who. was 


moſt marble there, changed Colour; ſome ſwounded, all 


ſorrowed ; if all the World could have ſeen t, the Wee had 


been univerſal. | | 


1 Gent. Are they returned to the Court? 
3 Gent. No. The Princeſs hearing of her Mother's Sta- 
tue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a Piece many 
Years in doing and now newly perform'd by that rare I- 


talian Maſter, Julio Romano, who, had he himſelf Eterni- 


ty, and could put breath into his Work, would beguile 
Nature of her Cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is her Ape. He fo 


near to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they ſay one | 


would ſpeak to her, and ftand in hope of Anſwer. Thi- 
ther, with all greedineſs of Affection, are they gone, and 
there they intend to ſup. as 3 

2 Gent. I thought ſhe had ſome great Matter there in 


Hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a Day, ever 


ſince the Death of Hermione, viſited that remeyed Nouſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our Company piece the Rejoy- 

4 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
acceſs? Every wink of an Eye, ſome new Grace wil! be 
born: Our abſence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledge. 
Ler's along. | 3 ¶Exeumt. 
Ant. Now, had not I the daſh of my former Life in 
me, would Perferment drop on my Head. I brought 


the old Man and his Son aboard the Prince; told him, 1 


heard them talk of a Farthel, and I know not what; but 
he at that time, over-fond ot the Shepherd's Daughter 


(fo he then took her to be) who began to be much 
Sex-fick, and himſelf little better, extremity of Weather 


continuing, this Myſtery remained undiſcover d. But 
*us all one to me; for had 1 been the finder out of this 
„ . Secret, 
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| Secret, it would not have reliſn d among my other Dil. 


credits. | . 
Enter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thoſe I haye done good to againſt my Will, 


and already appearing in the Bloſſoms of their Fortune. 


_ * Shep. Come Boy, I am paſt more Children; but thy 


Sons and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born, 

| Elo. You are well met, Sir; you denied to fight with me 
this other day, becauſe I was no Gentleman born: See you 
theſe Cloaths? ſay you ſee them not, and think me till no 
Gentleman born, You were beſt {ay theſe Robes are not 


Gentlemen born. Give me the Lie; do, and try whether 


I am not now a Gentleman born. | 
Ait. I know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman born. 
_ Clo, Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four Hours. 
Shep. And ſo have I, Boy. a ä 
_ Clo. So you have; but I was a Gentleman born before 


my Father: for the King's Son took me by the Hand, and 


call'd me Brother; and then the two Kings calld my Fa- 
ther, Brother ; and then the Prince my Brother, and the 
Princeſs my Siſter called my Father, Father, and fo we 
wept; and there was the firſt Gentleman-like Tears that 
ever we ſhed. 4 EE 
Shep. We may live, Son, to ſhed many more. 
Clo. Ay, or elſe were hard Luck, being in fo prepo- 
ſterous Eſtate as we are. „ 
Aut. 1 humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 


Faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give me 
your good Report to the Prince, my Maſter. 


Shep. Prithee Son do; for we muſt be gentle, now we 


are Gentlemen. 


Clo. Thou wilt amend thy Life? 
Aut. Ay, and it like your good Worſhip. 
Cle. Give me thy Hand; I will ſwear to the Prince, 


thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 


Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it, 

Clo. Not ſwear it, now I am a Gentleman? Let Boors 

and Franklins ſay it, VII ſwear it. e 
Shep. How if it be falſe, Son? 


Cl 


by 
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Clo. If it be ne'er fo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
ſwear it in the behalf of his Friend: And Vl ſwear to the 


Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and that 


thou wilt not be drunk; but I know thou art no tall Fel. 
low of thy Hands and that thou wilt be drunk; but I'll 
{wear it, and I would thou wouldſt be a tall Fellow of 
thy Hands. 

Aut. 1 will prove fo, Sir, to my Power. 
Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall Fellow); if I do not 
wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, not being 2 


tall Fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings and the Princes, 


our Kindred, — ing to ſee the Queen's Picture. Come 


follow us: We'll be thy good Maſter. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


| Enter 7 Leontes polixenes, Florizel, Perdita Camillo, Paulina, | 


| Lords and Attendants. 
Leo. © grave and good Tauliua, the great Comfort 


| That I have had of thee! 


Pan What, Sovereign Sir, | 
did not well, I meant well; all my "TA 5 


| Yeu have paid home. But that you have vouchſafd 


With your crown d Brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor Houle to viſit, 
It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never 

My Life may laſt to anſwer. 

Leo. O Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much ce) 

In many Singularities; but we ſaw not 

That which my Daughter came to look 2 Ty 
The Statue of her Mother. | 

Pau. As ſhe livd Peerleſs, | 

So her dead likeneſs I do well believe 

Excels what ever yet yow-look'd upon, 

Or Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep i it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare 
To ſee the Life as lively mock'd, as ever 


Still 
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Still Sleep mock'd Death; behold, and 2 tis well. 


[Paulina draws a Curtain, and diſcovers Her rmione * 


ing like a Statue. 
1 like your Silence, it the more ſhews olf 
Your wonder; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my: Liege, 
Comes it not ſomething near? 
Leo. Her natural Poſture. 
Chide me, dear Stone, that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding; for ſhe was as tender 
As Infancy, and Grace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aped as this ſeems. 


Fol. Oh, not by much. 
Pau. So much the more our Carvers excellence, 


Which lets go by ſome ſixteen Years, and makes * 
As ſhe livd now. 
Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 


So much to my good Comfort, as iris 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood ; 


Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty, warm Life, 
As now it coldly ſtands, when firſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſham'd; do's not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone than it? Oh Royal Piece; 
There's Magick in thy Majeſty, which has 
My Evils conjur'd to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the — 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Per. And give me leave, 
And do not ſay tis N 4 | | 
I kneel, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that Hand of yours to kiſs 
Pau O, Patience; 


The Statue is but m—_— fix d; the Colours 


Not dry. 
Cam My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore luid on, 


Which ſixteen Winters cannot blow au ay, 
So many Summers dry, ſcarce any Joy, 
Did ever ſo long live; no Sorrow, 
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But kill'd it ſelf much ſooner. 

Pol. Dear, my Brother, 

Let him that was the Cauſe of this, haye power 
To take off ſo much Grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. 

Pau. Indeed, my Lord, FI 
If I had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the Stone is _ 

I'd not have ſhew'd you it. | 

Leo. Do not draw the Curtain. 

Pa. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, en * Fancy 
May think anon, it moves. 

Leo. Let be, let be; 

Would I were dead, but that methinks 3 
What was he that did make it? See, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it n. And hat thoſe Yews 
Did verily bear Blood ? 

Pol. Maſterly done. | 
The very Life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 5 

Leo. The fixture of her Eye has motion a int, 
As we were mock d with Art. 

Pau. 1. — * ths 
My Lo tranſported, 

Hel think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh ſweet Paulina, 

Make me to think ſo twenty Years 88 
No ſettled Senſes of the World can match 
The Pleafure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 

Pau. I am ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ſtirr d you; bar 8 
I could afflict you further. 

Leo. Do Paulina; 

For this AMiQtion has a Taſte as * 

As any cordial Comfort. Still methinks 

There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel | 
Could ever yet cut Breath? 00 Ap 2 
For I will Kiſs her. 

Pau. Good my Lord forbear; 

The ruddineſs upon her Lip is wet; 

You'll marr it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 

With oily — ſhall : dravz the Curtain! 


Les. 
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Leo. No, not theſe twenty Years. 
Ter. So long could 1 * bf . 
Stand by, a Looker on. N 
Pau. Either forbear, 9 115 \ 
Quit preſently the Chappel, or reſolve you- 
For more amazement; if you can behold it, | . 
I'll make the Statue move indeed; deſcend, 1 
And take you by the Hand; but then you'll thiok, f 
Which I mol againſt, I am aſſiſted l 
By wicked Powers. 
Leo. What you can make her do, N 
T am content to look on; what to ſfeak, 
I am content to hear; for tis as eafie . 
To make her ſpeak, as move. | 
Pau. It is requir 'd | 
You do awake your Faith, then all ſtand ail. | 
On; thoſe that think it is unlawful Buſineſs | 
I am about, let them depart. 
Lu. Proceed; 
No Foot ſhalt ftir. 3 5 Fr 
Pau, Muſick ; awake her: Strike, [Muſick 
Tris time, deſcend; be Stone no more; a 8 
Strike all that look upon with Marvel. Come, 
I'll fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to Death your Numbneſs; for-frum him 
Dear Life redeems you; you perceive ſhe ſtirs, 
[Hermione co comes down, 
Start not, her Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my Spell is lawful; do not ſhun her, 
Until you fee her die . for then 
You kill her double, Nay, preſent your Hand; 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her — in Age, 
Is ſhe become the Suitor. 
Leo. Oh ſhe's warm, | [Embracing her, 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art. 
Lawful as Eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his Neck, 
it the prota WEARS en 000. 


. 


The WI NT ERC TALxk. 163 
Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ws has liv'd, 
Or how ſon from the dead? 
Pau. That the is living, | 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears ſhe lives 
Tho? yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your Mother's Bleſſing ; turn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. [Preſenting Perdita, who kneels to Herm. 
Her. You Gods look down, 
And from your ſacred Viols pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter's Head; tell me, mine own, 
Where haſt thou been preſerv'd? Where liv'd? How found 
Thy Father's Court? For thou ſhalt hear that I, 
Knowing by Paulina that the Oracle 


Gave hope thou waſt in being, kave 7 4 
My ſelf, to ſee the Iſſue. 


Tas. There's Time enough for that; 4 


Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 

Your Joys with like Relation. Go together 

You precious Winners all, your Exultation 
Pariake to every one; I, an old Turtle, 

Will wing me'to ſome wither'd Bough, and there 
My Mate, that's never to be found * 
Lament till I am loſt. 
Leo. O Peace, Paulina: 
Thou ſhould'ſt a Husband take by my Conſent, 
As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match, | 5 
And made between's by Vows. Thou haſt found mine; | 
But how, is te be queſtion'd; for I ſaw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 

A Prayer * her Grave. I'll not ſeek far 

(For Ges, | rtly know his Mind) to find thee 

An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, SO | 
And take her by the Hand; whoſe Worth and Honeſty } 
Is richly noted; and here juſtified | 

By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 


— 


What? Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons, 


That cer I 1 between your * Looks FI 
1 
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| * This your Son-in-law, 
And Son unto the Kin | 

1s troth-plight to your 
hence, 
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| Dramatis Perſ one. 


| N. John: N + 
Prince Henry, Son wo the King. + 
Arthur, Duke of —ꝙ and Nephew to the King. 
- Pembroke, 
5 Eſſex, | E 
Salisbury, Engliſh Lords. 
Hubert, | | 


Bigot, 

Favlconbrid ge, Baſtard-Son 1 to Richard the Firſt. "ES 
Robert Faulconbridge, ſuppos'd Brother to the Baſtard. 

James Gurney, Servant to the Lady * 
Peter of Pomfret, a Prophet. 


Philip, King of France. 

Lewis, the Dauphin. 

 Arch-Duke of Auſtria, 

Pandulpho. he Pope's Legate. 
Melun, 4 French Lord. - 

_ -Chartilion, Ambaſſador from France to » Joh, 


Elinor, Dueen-Mother of England. 
_ Conſtance, Mother to Arthur. 
 Blanch, Daughter to Alphonſo King of Caſtile, and Neice 
zo King John. 
| Lady Faulconbridge, Mn to the Prey and Robert 
Faulconbridge. | 


Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, ds, Mi: 
ſengers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


The 80 CEN E ſometimes in England, and 
ſometimes in France. 
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THE 


LIFE and DEATH 


OF 


King JOAN. 


er 


ACTI s C EN EI. 
Enter King John, 


Ineen Elinor, W 7 


12 , and Sab with Chattilion. 
7 King JOHN. 

W ſay, Chattilion, what would France 

with us? | 
ſc Char. Thus, after greeting ſpeaksthe 
of France 
In my Behaviour to the Majeſty, ' 

* The eee Majefty of Bale 


| here. 

Eli. A ſtrange nning; borrow'd Majeſty! 
K. John. e ben Mother, hear OY 
WO Chat. Philip of France, in _ — true 2 
18 Of thy deceaſed Brother Geffrey's 5 

| * Plant agents, "> moſt rs | Chim 8 5 
Te 
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To this fair Iſland, and the Territories: 

Io Ireland, Poyctiers, Anjou, Tourame, Maine, 
\ Deſiring thee to lay aſide the Sword 

Which ſways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral Titles, 
And put the fame into young Authur's Hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. 

K. John. What follows, it we diſallow of this? 
| Chat. The proud Control of fierce and bloody War, 
To inforce theſe Rights ſo forcibly with-held. 

EX. Fobn. Here have we War for War, and Blood for Blood, 
Controlment for Controlment; ſo anſwer France. 
Chat. Then take my King's Defiance from my Mouth, 

The fartheſt limit of my Embaſſie. 
K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in Peace. 
Be thou as Lightning in the Eyes of France; 

For ere thou canſt report, I will be there, 

The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 

So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our Wrath, 

And ſullen Prefage,of your own Decay: 
_ "Amr honourable uct let him have, 
Pembroke look to't; farewel Chattili 5 

I [Ex. Chat. and Pem. 


Eli What now, my Son, have I not ever faid 

How that Ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 
Till ſhe had kindled France and all the World, 

Upon the Right and Party of her Son? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſie Arguments of Love, 
Which now the Manage of two Kingdoms muſt” 

With fearful bloody Iflue arbitrate. | 

EK. John. Our ſtrong Poſſeſſion and our Right for us. 
Nu. Your ſtrong Poſſeſſion much more than your Right, | 
Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me, 
So much my Conſcience whiſpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heay'n, and you and I ſhall hear; 
Eſex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt Controverſie 
Come from the Country to 1 by you 
That e'er I heard, ſhall I produce the Men? 
| R. John. Let them approach: Kory 
Dur Abbies and our Priories ſhall pay | 


bt, 


his 


That is my Brother's Plea, and none of mine, 


of King Jon. 


This Expedition's Charge. What Men are you? 
Euter Robert Faulconbridge and the Baſtard. 

Baſt. Your faithful Subject, I, a Gentleman, 

Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt Son, 

As I ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, 3 

A Soldier, by the Honour- giving hand 
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Of Cordelion, Knighted in the Field. 


KX. Fohx. What art thou? N 
bert. The Son and Heir to that ſame Fanlconbridge. 


EK. Fohm, Is that the Elder, and art thou the Heir? 


You came not of one Mother, then it ſeems? 
Baſt. Moſt certain of one Mother, mighty King, 

That is well known, and, as I think, one Father: 

But for the certain Knowledge of that Truth, 

I put you o'er to Heay'n, and to my Mother; 


Of that I doubt, as all Mens Children may. 


Eli. Out on thee, rude Man, thou doſt ſhame thy Mother; 
And wound her Honour with this diffidence. 5 
Baſt. I. Madam? No, I have no Reaſon for it 


.. 
3 


The which if he can prove, a pops me out, 


At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a Year: 


Hew'n guard my Mother's Honour, and my Land, 
* Fohn, A good blunt Fellow: Why being younger Born 
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance? X 

Baſt. I know not why, except to get the Land; 
But once he ſlander d me with Baftardy: : 
But whether I be as true begot or no, 


That till I lay upon my Mother's Head, 


But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 

(Fair fall the Bones that took the Pains for me) 

Compare our Faces, and be judge your ſelf, 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, | 

And were our Father, and this Son like him: 

O old Sir Robert Father, on my Knees 

I give & ones. me! not ; Wh to thee, : 
K. John. Why what a mad cap hath Heav'alent us : 
W 0 hath 4 Trick of Cordelion's Face, ties: 

The accent of his Tongue affeQeth him: 

Do you not read ſome Tokens of my Son a 
Vor. III. "oO 2 55 In 


a i. 
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In the large Compoſition of this Man? 
K. John. Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: Sirrah, ſpeak, 


What doth move you to claim your Brother's Land? 


Baſt. Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my Father, 
With half that Face would he have all my Land, 
A half-fac'd Groat, five hundred Pound a Year? 


Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv'd, 
Your ee 


did imploy my Father much 

Baſt. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land, 

Your Tale muſt be how he imploy'd my Mother. 
Rob. And once diſpatch'd him in an Embaſſie 

To Germany, there with the Emperor | 

To treat of high Affairs touching that time: 

Th' Advantage of his Abſence took the King, 


And in the mean time {9journ'd at my Father's; 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak: 


But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father and my Mother lay. 


As I have heard my Father ſpeak himſelf, 


When this ſame luſty Gentleman was got. 


| Upon his Death-bed he by Will bequeath'd 


His Lands to me, and took it on his Death 


That this my Mother's Son was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the World 
Full fourteen Weeks before the Courſe of time: 


Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 


My Father's Land, as was my Father's Will. 


K. John. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 


Your Father's Wife did after Wedlock him: 


And if ſhe did play falſe, the Fault was hers, 


| Which Fault lyes on the Hazards of all Husbands 


That marry Wives. Tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you ſay, took pains to get this Son, 
Had of your Father claim'd this Son for his, 


In ſooth, good Friend, your Father might have kept 


This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the World: 
In ſooth he might; then if he were my Brother's, 
My Brother might not claim him; nor your Father, 
| Being none of his, refuſe him; this concludes, 


My 


Lord of t 


Vour Face hath got * hun 


| Naw bleſſe 
When I was " Sir aber was —_ 
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My Mother's Son did get your Father's Heir, 


Your Father's Heir muſt have your Father's Land. 
Rob. Shall then my Father's Will be of no foree 
To diſpoſſeſs that Child which is not his? 

Baſt. Of no more force to diſpoſſeſs me, Sir, 
Than was his Will to get me, as I think. 


Eli. Whether hadſt rather be a Faulombridge, | 


And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land: 


Or the r ep Son of Cordelion, 


Preſence, and no Land beſide? | 
Baſt. — and if my Brother had my ape, 

And 1 had his, Sir Robert's his, like him, 

And if my Legs were two ſuch riding Rods, 

My Arms ſuch Eel-skins ſtuft, my Face ſo thin, 

That in mine Ear I durſt not ſtick a Roſe, 


_ Left Men ſhould ay, look where three 4 goes, 


And to his Shape = Hh Heir to all this Land, 


Would 1 might never ſtir from off this Place, 


I would give it every Foot to have this Face: 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any caſe, 


Eli. I like thee well; wilt thou forſake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me? | 
I am a Soldier, and now bound to France. 

Eaſt. Brother, take you my Land, Ell take my Chance 

ed Pound a Year, 
Yet ſell your Face for five Pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam. I'll follow you unto the Death. 
Eli. Nay, 1 would haye you go before me thither. 
= Our Country manners * our Betters way. 
ohn. What is thy Name 
. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my Name begun, 
phi cod old Sir Robert's Wife's eldeſt Son. 
on. From henceforth bear hi Name 


wid! Form thou beareſt: 


Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great, 


_ Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 


Baſt. Brother by th'Mother's fide, give me your Hand, 
My Father 4 we me Honour, yours gave Land. 
be the Hour, by Night or Day, 


J 
! 
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Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet: 
am thy 988 Richard, call me ſo. 

Baſt. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho'; 
Something about a little from the —_— 

In at the Window, or elſe o'er the Hatch: | 
| Who dares not ſtir by Day, muſt walk by Night, 
And have is have, however Men do catch; | 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well ſhot, 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 
K. Fohn. Go, Faulconbridge, now haſt thou uthy defire; 
A Landleſs Knight makes thee a Landed Squire 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mult ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Baſt. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee, 
For thou waſt got i'th' way of Honeſty. Ex. all but Baſt, 
A Foot of Honour better than I was, 
But many a many Foot of Land the worſe. 
| Well, now can I make any Joan a Lady; 
Good -den, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, 5 

And if his Name be George, I! call him Peter; 

For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names: 
Tis too reſpective and too ſociable 
For your Converſion, now your Traveller, 
He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worſhip's Meſs, 
And when my Knightly Stomach is ſuffic d, 
Why then I ſuck my Teeth, and Catechiſe 
My picked Man of Countrys; My Dear Sir, 
Thus leaning on mine Elbow 1 begin, 
I fhall beſeech you; that is Queſtion now, 
And then comes Anſwer like an Abſey-Book : 
O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt Command, 
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir: 
No, Sir, fays Queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours, 
And ſo &er Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Compliment, 

And talking of the Alps and 2 

The Pyrennean and the River Po, 

It draws towards Supper in concluſion { 
But this is worſhipful Society, 
And fits the 1 Spiric "like my ſelf: BY 
Toe 
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For he is but a Baſtard to the time — | 
That doth not ſmoak of Obſeryation, 

And ſo am I whether I ſmack or no; 

And not alone in Habit and Device, | 

Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement ; 

But from the inward Motion to deliver 

Sweet, ſweet, ſweet Poiſon for the Ages Tooth, 

Which though I will not practiſe to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 

For it ſhall ſtrew the Footſteps of my Rifing : 

But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding Robes? 

What Woman-poſt is this? Hath the no Husband 

That will take Pains to blow a Horn before her? 

O me, tis my Mother; how now, good Lady? 

What brings you here to Court fo haſtily ? 

Buer Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney, 
Lon Where is tha: Slave, thy Brother? Where is he? 
That holds in chaſe mine Honour up and down. 
Baſt. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert's * 

Colbrand the Giant, that ſame mighty Man, 

0 Is it Sir Robere's Son chat you ſeek ſo? wh 
lach. Sir Robert's Son? ay, thou unreverend Boy, 
Sir Robert's Son, why ſcorneſt thou at Sir Robert: 

g, ame! Cum, wil thou giv . 
Baſt. James G t thou give us leave a W J 
Gur. — —— Philip. a 
HBaſt. Philip, Sparrow, Fames. 

There's Toys abroad, anon Ill tellthee more. [Exit Zames. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's Son. 

Sir Robert might have eat his Part in me 


| Upon Good Friday, and ne er broke his Faſt: 


Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confeſs! 
Could get m me L Sir Robert could not do it; | 
We know his Handy-work, therefore good Mother 
To whem am I bebolding for theſe Limbs? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpir d with thy Brother too; 
That for thine own Gain ſhould'ſt defend mine Honour? 
What means this Scorn, thou moſt untoward Knaye? 
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Madam, I would not wi 
Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth, 
And ſo doth yours; your Fault was not your Folly; 
Needs muſt you lay your Heart at his Diſpoſe, | 
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What, I am dub'd, I have it on my Shoulder: 


But Mother, I am not Sir Robert's Son, 
I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my Land, 


Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, 
Some proper Man, I hope; who was it, Mother? 
Lady. Haſt thou deny d thy ſelf a Faulcorbridge? 
Baſt. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father; 


By long and vehement Suit I was ſeduc'd 


To make Room for him in my Husband's Bed. 


Heav'n lay not my Tranſgreſſion to my charge; 


Thou art the Iſſue of my dear Offence, 


Which was ſo ſtrongly urg d paſt my Defence. 


Baſt. Now, by this Ly 9 » get 
a ter Father. 


Subjected Tribute to commanding Love, 


— ＋ whoſe Fury and unmatched Force, 
T 


awleſs Lion could net wage the Fight, 
Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands. 


- es ID Force robs Lions of their Hearts, 
May eaſily 


win a Woman's; ay, my Mother, 
With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father : 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 
When I was got, IH ſend his Soul to Hell, 
Come, Lady, I will ſhew thee to my Kin, 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 


If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been Sin; 
Who ſays it was, he lyes; I fay, 'twas not, [ Exeunt, 


%. 
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Burt with a Heart full of unſtained Love, 
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A CT l. SCENE L 
SCENE, Before the Walls of Angiers, 


Enter Philip King of France. Lewis the Dauphin, the 
Archi Dube of Auſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur. 


Lew. Efore Angiers, well met brave Auſtria. 
| B Arthur, that great Fore runner of thy Blood 


Richard, that robb'd the Lion of his Heart, 


And fought the holy Wars in Paleſtine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his yu 
And for amends to his Poſterity, 

At our Importance hither is he come, 
To ſpread his Coleurs, Boy, in thy behalf; 
And to — the Uſurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Engliſh Fohn. 


Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither,” 


Arth. God ſhall forgive you Cordelion's Death 


The rather, that you give his Offspring Life, | 
Shadowing their Right under your Wings of Warz ol 


I give you welcome with a powerleſs 


— 


Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble Boy! who would not do thee right? 
Auſt. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kiſs, 


As Seal to this Indenture of my Love; 


That to my home I will no more return, 


Till Angiers, and the Right thou haſt in France; 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd Shore, 
Whoſe Foot ſpurns back the Ocean's roaring Tides} 


And coops from other Lands her Iſlanders, 
Even *till that England, hedg'd in with the Main, 


That water-walled Bulwark, ftill ſecure 
And confident from foreign Purpoſes, 


Even till that outmoſt Corner of the Weſt 


| Salute thee for her King; 'til then, fair Boy, 
Will I not think of home, but follow Arms, 


H 4 en. 
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Conſt. O take his Mother's Thanks, a Widow's Thanks, 
*Till your ſtrong Hand ſhall help to give him Strength, 
To make a more Requital to your Love. 

Auſt. The Peace of Heay'n is theirs, who lift their Swords 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable War. 

X. Philip. Well then, to work, our Cannon ſhall be bent 
Againſt the Brows of this reſiſting Town; 
Call for our chiefeſt Men of Diſcipline, 
To cull the Plots of beft Advantages 
We ll lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 
Wade to the Market-Place in Frenchmens Blood, 
But we will make it ſubject to this Boy. 

Conft. Stay for an Anſwer to your Embaſſie, 

| Leſt unadvis'd you ſtain your Swords with Blood. 
My Lord Chattilion ma 1 England bring 
That Right in Peace which here we urge in os 


And then we ſhall repent each Drop of Blood, | 


That hot raſh Haſte fo indirectly ſhed. 
Euter Chattilion. 
ah Philip. A Wonder, Lady? lo! upon thy Wiſh | 
Our Meſſenger Chattilion, is arriv'd; 
What England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle Lord, 
We coldly pauſe for t Chattilion ſpeak. 

Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paulery Siege, 
And ſtir them up againſt a mightier Task. 
England, impatient of your juſt Demands, 
Hath put himſelf in Arms, the adverſe Winds, 
Whoſe Leiſure I have ſaid, bave given him time 
To Land his Legions all as ſoon as I. 

His Marches are expedient to this Town, 
His Forces ſtrong, his Soldiers confident, 
With him along is come the Mother. Queen; 
An Ate ſtirring him to Blood and Strife, 
| With her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of * 5 
With them a Baſtard of the Ki deceas'd, 
And all th unſettled Humours of the Land; 
- Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery Voluntariess 
With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 
Have ſold their Fortunes at their native Homes, 
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs, 
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To make a Hazard of new Fortunes here; F 
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits 
Than now the Engliſh Bottoms have waft o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling Tide, | 
To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 
The Interruption of their churliſh Drums 
Cuts off more Circumſtance; they are at hand, 
fight, therefore prepare. rg 
To parity or to t,t 
K. 22 How much unlook'd for is this Expedition! 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much | 
We muſt awake, endeavour for Defence, 
For Courage mounteth with Occaſion : 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar d. 
Enzer King of England, Baſtard, Elinor, Blanch, Pem- 
Rs and others. 85 
6 Peace be to France, if France in Peace permit 
= En. to our own; | 
It not, bleed France, and Peace aſcend to Heay'n. 
Whilſt we, God's wrathful Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heay'n. 
R. Philip. Peace be to England, if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in Peace, 
England we love, and for that England's fake 
With burthen of our Armour here we ſweat; 
This Toil of ours ſhould be a Work of thine; 
But thou from loving England art ſo far, 
That thou haſt under- — its lawful King, 
Cut off the Sequence of Poſterity, 
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Maiden · virtue of the Crown. 
Look here upon thy Brother Geffry's Face; 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Brows, were moulded cut of his; 
This little Abſtract doth contain that 
Which dy'd in Geffrey; and the Hand of Time 
Shall draw this Brief into as large a Volume. 9888 
That Geffrey was thy elder Brother born, 
And this his Son, England was Geffrey's 
And this is Geffrey's; in the Name of God, 
| How comes te tat them art de 3 
— * 5 Wen 
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When living Blood doth in theſe Temples beat, 
Which owe the Crown that thou o'er-maſtereſt ? 
X. John. From whom haſt thou this great Commiſſion 


To draw my Anſwer from thy Articles? 
rom that ſupe 


[Thoughts 
rnal Judge that ſtirs goood | 


In any Breaft of ſtrong Authority, 
To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 


That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 


Under Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
a by whoſe Help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 


K, P hilip. 


Eli. Who is't that thou doſt call Uſurper, France? 
Conſt. Let me make Anſwer: Thy uſurping Son. 


Eli. Out Inſolent, thy Baſtard ſhall be 


| King, 
That thou may ſt be 2 Queen, and check the World! 
Conſt. My Bed 


K. John. Alack, thou doſt uſurp Authority. 


Excuſe it, tis to beat uſurping down. 


was ever to thy Son as true, 


As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in Feature to his Father Geffrey, 
Than thou and Fohn, in Manners being as like 


As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 


My Bo a Baflard! Dy my-Soud I think 
never was ſo true 
It cannot be, md Xen wart Bo Marker, | 


His Fa 


Eli. There's a 


| Conſt. There's a good Grandam, 
That would blot thee. 


good Mether, Gund, boy, 


r 

Baſt. Hear the Crier. 

Aſt, What the Devil art thou? . 

Baſt. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you, 


And a m A — your Hide and you alone. 
Tou are t 


Hare, of whom the Proverb 


Whoſe Valour; placks dead Lions by the Beard, 


I'll ſmoak 


your Skin-Coat, and I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't, i faith 1 will, i faith. 


Blanch. O well did he become that Lion's Robe, 


| r 
It lyes as ightly on the Back of him, 
A res dl 


7 02029 when an As 


£ 


Thy. Sins are viſited in this poor Child, 
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But, Aſs, I'll take that Burthen from your Back, 


Or lay on that ſhall make your Shoulders crack, 
Anft. What Cracker is this fame that deafs our Ears 


with this abundance of ſuperfluous Breath? 


King Lewis, determine what we fhall do ſtreight. 
Lewis. Women and Fools break off your Conference. 
King Fohn, this is the very Sum of all; 


England, and Ireland, Angiers, Touraine, Main, | 
Ia right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 
| Wilt thou reſigu them, and lay down thy Arms? 


K. John. My Life as ſoon, I do deſie thee, France, 
Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my Hand, 
And out of my dear Love I'll give thee more, 

Than cer the Coward-Hand of France can win; 


Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child. —=_ 


| Conſt. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, 
Give Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will 


Give it a Plum, a Cherry and a Fig, 


There's a good Grandam: 


Arth. Good my Mother, Peace, 


I would that I were low laid in my Grave, 
I am not worth this Coil that's made for me, 


Eli. His Mother ſhames him ſo, poor Boy he weeps. 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon you where ſhe 4 or no. 


His Grandam's Wrong, and not his Mother's Shames, 
Draws thoſe Heav'n- moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, 
Which Heav'n ſhall take in nature of a Fee; ; 


Ay, with theſe fad C Beads Heay'n ſhall be brib'd 
To do him Juſtice, and Revenge on you. 


* Eli. Thou monſtrous Slanderer of Heay'n and Earth. 


Conſt. Thou monſtrous Injurer of Heav'n and Earth, 


5 Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine uſurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights 
Of this oppreſſed Boy; this is thy eldeft Son's Son, 


Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 


The Cannon of the Law is laid on hint, 


Being but the ſecond Generation 


Removed from thy fin-conceiving Womb, L 
| | | | 4 © Fokn: 
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X. John. Bedlam have done. 
Conſt. 1 have but this to ſay, 
That he is not only plagued for her Sin, 
But God hath made her Sin and her, the Plague 
On this removed Iſſue, plagu d for her, 
And with her Plague her Sin; his Injury 
| = Injury, the Beadle to her Sin, | 
aid in the ons 2 this Child, 
= all for her; a Pl n her. 
i. Thou * Sol , I can prod 
A Will that bars the Title of thy * 8 
Conf, Ay, who doubts chat? 2 Will; a wicked Will; 
A Wouunh $ Will; a canker'd Grandam's Will. 
K. Philip. Peace Lad y, pauſe, or be more — 
It ill beſeems this Preſence to cry Amen 
To theſe ill tuned Repetitions. 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the Walls 
Theſe Men of Angiers; let us hear them ſpeak, 
Whoſe Title they admit, Arthurs or Fohn's. 


Enter a Citizen a the 1 8 


Cit, Who is it that hath warn d us to the Walls? 
XR. Philip. *Tis France for England. 
K. John. England for it ſelf; 
You Men of Angiers, and my loving Subjets, — _ 
K Phil. You loving Men of Angers, Arthur's Subjects, 
Our Ang call'd you to this gentle Parile—— 
EK. Jobn. For our Advantage; therefore hear us firſt: 
Theſe l lags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the Eye and Proſpect of your Town, 
Have hither march'd to your En ment. 
The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath; 
And ready mcunted are they to ſpit forth 
Their Iron N gainſt your Walls: 
All Preparation for a bloody Siege, 

And mercileſs Proceeding, by theſe French, 
Confront your City's Eyes, your winking Gates; 
And but for our Appreach, thoſe ſleeping _ 
That as a Waſte do girdle you about, 

By the Sr! of their Ordinance 
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. By this time from their fixed Beds of Lime 

Had been diſhabited, and wide Havock made 

For bloody Power to ruſh upon your Peace. 

But on the Sight of us your lawful King, 

Who painfully with much expedient March, 

Have brought a counter-check before your Gates, 

To ſave unſcratch'd your City's threatned Checks: 

Behold the French amaz d vouchſafe a Parle; 

And now inſtead of Bullets wrap'd in Fire, 

To make a ſhaking Feaver in your Walls, | 

They ſhoot but calm Words, folded up in Smoak, 

To make a faithleſs Error in your Ears; 

Whick truſt accordingly, kind Citizens, PS 

And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour d Spirits 

Fore-weary'd in this Action of ſwift Speed, 

Craves Harbourage within your City Walls. PHT 
K. Philip. When I have ſaid, make Anſwer to us both; 

Loe in this right Hand, whoſe Protection 

Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the Right | 

Of him it holds, ſtands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder Brother of this Man, 

And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys: 

For this down-trodden Equity, we tread 

In warlike March, theſe Greens before your Town, 

Being no further Enemy to you | 

Than the conſtraint of Hoſpitable Zeal, 

In the relief of this oppreſſed Child, 

Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 

To pay that Duty which you truly owe, 

To kin that owes it, namely, this young Prince; 

And then our Arms, like to a muzzied Bear, 

Save in Aſpect, hath all Offence ſeal'd up: | 

Our Cannons Malice vainly ſhall be ſpent _ 

_ Againſt th invulnerable Clouds of Heav'n; 

And with a blefſed, and un-yext Retire, | 

With unhack'd Swords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 

We will bear home that luſty Blood again, | 

Which here we came to ſpout againſt your Town, 

And leave your Children, Wives, and you in Peace. 

But if you fondly paſs our proffer d Offer, 


'Tis 


— 
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*Tis not the Rounder of your old-fac'd Walls 
Can _ you from our Meſſengers of War; 
Tho al theſe Engliſh, and their Diſcipline, 

os, deer 'd in their rude Circumference: 
Then tell us, ſhall your City call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 
Or ſhall we give the Signal to our Rage, 
And ftalk in Blood to our Pofſeſhon? 

Citi. In brief, we are the King of Englands Subjects, 

For him, and in his Right, we hold this Town. 


K. Fohn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me I. 


Citi. That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove Loyal; till that time | 
Have we ramm'd up our Gates againſt the World. 


K. John. Deth not the Crown of England prove the King! | 


And if not that, I bring you Witneſſes, 

Twice fifteen thouſand Hearts of England's Breed 
Baſt. Baſtards, and elſe. 
EX. Jahn. To verifie our Title with their Lives. 


X. Philip. As many, and as well born Bloods as thoſe-- 


Baff. Some Baſtards too. 
K. Philip. Stand in his Face to contradict his Claim. 
Citi. Till you compound whoſe Right is worthieſt, 
we for the Worthieſt hold the Right from both. 


K. Jolm. Then God ag the Sin of all thoſe Souls, 


That to their everlaſting Reſidence, 
Before the Dew of Evening fall, ſhall fleet 
In dreadful Trial of our Kingdom's King. 
K. Philip. Amen, Amen, Mount Chevaliers to 7 VERS 
Baſt. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 
And Cer ſince fits. on's Horſeback at mine Hoſteſs Door, 
Teach us ſome Fence. Sirrah, were I at home | 
At your Den, Sirrah, with your Lionefs, 
1 would ſet an Ox-Head to your Lion's Hide, 


And make a Monſter of you, : [To Auſtria, 


Auſt. Peace, no more. 

Baſt. O tremble; for you * the Lion roar. 
K. John. Up higher to the Plain, where we'll ſet forth, 
In beſt Appointment, all our Regiments. 

| Baſs, Speed then to take * of the Field. 


E. Phili, 
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K. Philip. It mal be ſo; and at the other Hill | 
Command the reſt to ſtand. God and our Right! ¶ Exeunt. 

Here, after Excurſions, enter the Herald of France with 
Tum pets to the Gates. a 
F. Hey. You Men of Angiers, open wide your Gates, 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in; 
Who by the Hand of France, this Day hath made 
Much Work for Tears in many an Ezgl;p Mother, 
Whoſe Sons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding Ground: 
Many a Widow's Husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly em the diſcolour'd Earth, 
And Victory with little Loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 


Who are at hand triumphantly diſplay'd 
To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim 


Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 


Enter Engliſh Herald with Ty 

E. Hey, Rejoyce, you Men of Angiers; ring your Hell 
King John, your King, and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious Da 
Their Armours, that march'd hence 6 Silyer bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens Blood. 
There fluck no Plume in any Engliſh Creſt, 
That is removed by a Staff of France. | 
Our Colours do 4 in thoſe ſame Hande 
That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth; 


And like a jolly Troop of — rp come 


Our luſty Eng Engliſh, all with led Hands, 

Dy'd in the dying Slaughter of their Foes. 

Open your Gates, and give the Victors Way, 
Citi. Heralds, from off our Towers wwe might beheld, 

From firſt to laſt, the Onſet and Retire 

Of both your Armies, whoſe = 

By our beſt Eyes cannot be cen 

Blood hath de Blood, and Blows hive anſwer's Blows; 

Strength match'd with Strength, and Power confronted 

Both are alike, and both alike we like; [Power. 

One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo eren, 


| We hold our Town for neither; * for doth. | 


Enter 
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Enter the two Kings with their Powers at ſeveral Doors. 
K. Folm. France, haſt thou yet more Blood to caſt away? 
Say, ſhall the Current of our Right run on; | 
Whole Paſſage, vext with thy Impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o'er-ſwell, 
_ With Courſe diſturb d, even thy confining Shores; 
Unleſs thou let his Silver Water keep 
A peaceful Progreſs to the Ocean. ; 
land, thou haſt not ſav'd one Drop of Blood 


EK Philip. Eng 
In this hot Trial, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more. And by this Hand I ſwear, 
That ſways the Earth this Climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our juſt-borne Arms, 
We'll put thee down, gainſt whom theſe Arms we bear, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead; | 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this War's loſs, 
With Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings. 
Daſt. Ha! Majefty; how high thy Glory towers, 
When the rich Blood of Kings is ſet on Fire. 
Oh now doth Death line his dead Chaps with Steel; 
The Swords of Soldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs, 
And now he feaſts, mouſing the Fleſh of Men 
In undetermin'd Differences of Kings, 
Why ftand theſe Royal Fronts amazed thus? 
Cry Havock, Kings, to the ftained Field 
Lou equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits: 
Then let Confuſion of ene Part confirm T 
The other's Peace; till then, Blows, Blood, and Death. 
EK. John. Whoſe Party do the Townſmen yet admit? 
. * Speak Citizens, for England, who's your King? 
Citi. The King of England, when we know the King. 
K. Philip. Know him in us, that here hold up his Right. 
X. John. In us, that are our own great Deputy, 
And bear Poſſeſſion of our Perſen here, 5 
Lord of our Preſence, Angiers, and of you. 
Citi. A greater Power than we denies all this; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former Scruple in our ſtrong barr'd Gates: 
Kings of our Fear, untill our Fears reſolv'd 
Be by ſome certain King purg'd and depos d. 
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Baſt. By Heay'n, theſe Scroyles of Angier: flout you Kings, 
| And and ſecurely on their Battlements, 
As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes, and Acts of Death. 
| You Royal Preſences be rul'd by me; 
Do like the Mutines of Feruſalem, 
Be Friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your ſharpeſt Deeds of Malice on this Town. 
By Eaſt and Welt let France and England mount 
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths, 
Till their Sou — Clamours have 8 down 
The flinty Ribs of this contemptuous Ci 
id play inceſſantly upon theſe Jades; 
Even *till unfenced Deſolation 
Leave them as naked as the vul Air: 
That done, diſſever your united Strengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again. 
Turn Face to Face, and bloody Point to Point; 
Then in a Moment Fortune ſhall cull forth, 
| Out of one Side, her happy Minion, 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the Day, 
And kiſs him with a glorious Victory. 
How like you this wild Counſel, meds States ; 
Smacks it — ſomething of the Policy? | = 
K. John. Now by the Sky that hangs above our Heads; 
I like it well. France, ſhall we knit cur Powers .) 
And lay this Angiers even with the Ground, 
Then after fight who ſhall be King of it? 
ö Baſt. And if thou haſt the Mettle of a King, 
| Being wro ng as we are by this peeviſh Town, 
Turn thou Mouth of thy Artillery, . 
| As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy Walls; 3 
And when that we have daſh'd them to the Ground, 
| Why then deſie each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon our ſelves for Heavy n or Hell, 
EK. Philip. Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you aſſault? 
. Fohn. TW 
Into this City's Boſom. 
* I from the North, 


. Philip: 
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K. Philip. Our Thunder from the South, 
Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town. | 

Baſt. O prudent Diſcipline! From North to South; 
' Auſtria and France ſhoot in each others Mouth, 
Fl tir them to it; come away, away. 
- Citi, Hear us great Kings, vouchſafe a while to ſtay, 
And I ſhall ſnewy you Peace, and fair-fac'd League. 
Win you this City without Stroak or Wound; 
Neſcue thoſe breathing Lives to die in Beds, 

That here come Sacritices for the Field; 

Perſevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 


K. John. Speak on; with Favour we are bent to bear. 


Citi. That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to England, look upon the Years 
Of Lewis the * A and that lovely Maid. 
If luſty Love ſh in queſt of Beauty, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer, than in 2 
If zealous Love ſhould go in ſearch of Virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If Love ambitious, ſought a Mateh of birth, 
' Whoſe Veins bound richer Blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as ſhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, Birth, MF 

Is the young Dauphin every way compleat: 

If not compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe; _ 

And ſhe again wants nothing, to name Want, 
If Want it be not, that ſhe is not he. | 
He is the half Part of a bleſſed Man, 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe; 

And ſhe a fair divided Excellence, 

Whoſe fulneſs of Perfection lyes in him. 
O two ſuch Silver Currents, when they join, 
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in; 


And two ſuch Shores, to two ſuch Streams made one, 


Two ſuch controlling Bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
To theſe two Princes, if yo1 marry them: 
This Union ſhall do more than Battery can, 
To our faſt cloſed Gates: For at this Match, 
With ſwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The Mouth of Paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance; but without this Match, 
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The Sea is not half ſo deaf, | 
Lions — Mountains and Rocks 
More free from Motion, no not Death himſelf 
In mortal Fury half fo perempeorys 
As we to keep this City, 
Baft. Here's a Stay, 
That ſhakes the rotten Carkaſs of old Death 
Out of his Rags. Here's a large Mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth Death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, 
As Maids of thirtecn do of Puppy-cogs 
What Cannoneer begot this luſty Blood, 
He ſpeaks plain Cannon fire, and ſmoak, and bounce, 
He > the Baſtinado with his Tongue: 
Our Ears are cudgel'd, not a Word of his 
But buffets better than a Fiſt of France ; 
Zounds I was never ſo bethumpt with Words, 
Since I firſt call'd my Brother's Father Dad. ; 
Eli. Son, liſt to this Conjunction, make this Match, 
Give with our Neice a Dowry large mouges . 
For by this Knot, thou ſhalt ſo ſurely 
Thy now unſur d Aſſurance to the Crown, 
| That yon green Boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe 
The Bloom that promiſeth a mighty Fruit: 
I ſee a yielding in the Looks of France: 


Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their Souls 
Are capable of this Ambition, 


Leſt Zesl now melted by the windy Breath 
Of ſoft Petitions, Pity and Remorſe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Citi. Why anſwer not the Double Majeſties, 
This 5 iendly Treaty of our threatned Town ? 
K. Philip, 

To ſpeak unto this City: What ſay you? 

K. Fokhn. If that the Dauphin there, thy Prigcely Son, 
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love; 4 | 
Her Dowry ſhall weigh equal with a Queen, 
For Angers, and fair Tauraine, Main, Foyctiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 
Except this City now by us beſieg d, 


Speak England firſt, that hath been forward iſt 


| 
| 
: 
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Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, | 
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 

"= Titles, Honours, and Promotions; 

And ſhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 

Holds Hands with any Princeſs of the World. 
K. Philip. What ſay'ſt thou, Boy? Look in the Lady's Face; 
Lewis. | do, my Lord, and in her Eye I find 5 

A Wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 

The Shadow of my ſelf form'd in her Eye, 

V) hich being but the Shadow of your Son, 

Becomes a Sun, and makes your Son a Shadow: 

Ido proteſt I never lovd my ſelf 

Till now, infixed I beheld my felf, 

Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye. 


[Whiſpering with Blancl 


Baſt. Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye, 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her Brow, '* 
And quarter'd in her Heart, he doth eſpie 
Himſelf Love's Traitor; this is pity now, 


That hang d, and drawn, and quarter'd there ſhould be, 


In fuch a Love, fo vile a Lout as he. 
Blanch. My Uncle's Will in this reſpe& is mine. 
If he fee ought in you that makes him Jike, 
That any thing he ſees which moves his liking, 

I can with eaſe tranſlate it to my Will: 3 
Or if you will, to ſpeak more properly, 
I will enforce it eaſily to my Love. 
Further I will not flatter you my Lord, 
That all I fee in you is worth — 
Than this, that nothing do I fee in you, | 
Though churliſh Thoughts themſelves ſhould be 
That I can find, ſh merit any Hate, [Neice? 


EK. John. What ſay theſe young ones? What ſay you, my 


| Blanch. That the is bound in Honour till to do 
What you in Wiſdom ſtill vouchſaſe to ſay. [Lady? 
K Foby | 


n. Speak then, Prince Dawphin, can love this 


| _ Lewis, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from Love, 
For I do love her moſt unfeignedly. 1 
EK. John. Then do I give Volqueſſen, Touraine, Main, 
Teyctiers, and Anjou, theſe five Provinces 5 


your Judge, 


of King JOnN. 189 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thouſand Marks of Engliſh Coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, | 
Command thy Son and Daughter to join Hands. 
K. Philip. It likes us well; young Princes, cloſe your Hands; 
Axſt. And your Lips too, for I am well aſſur d, 
That I did fo, when I was firſt aſſur d. 
K. Philip. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your Gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made, 
For at Saint Marie's Chappel preſently, 
The Rites of Marriage fhall be ſolemniz d. 
Is not the Lady Conſtance in this Troop? 
I know ſhe is not, for this Match made up, 
Her Preſence would have interrupted much. 
Where is ſhe and her Son, tell me, who knows? 
Lewis. She is {ad and paſſionate at your Highneſs Tent: 
K. Philip. And by my Faith, this League that we have made 
Will give her Sadneſs very little cure: ED 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This Widow Lady? In her Right we came, 
Which we, God knows, have turn d another way, 
To our own Vantage. es 
K. Fohn. We will heal up all, 5 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain, 
And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair Town 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, 
Some ſpeedy Meſſenger bid her repair 
To our Solemnity: I truſt we ſhall, | 
If not fill up the Meaſure of her Will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisſie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ftop her Exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us . 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared Pomp. [Ex. all but Baſt. 
Baſt. Mad World, mad Kings, mad Compoſition; 
John to ſtop Arthur's Title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part; 5 
And France, whoſe Armour Conſcience buckled on, 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 
As God's own Soldier, rounded in the Er 
With that ſame Purpeſe-changer, that ly Devil, 
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That Broker, that till breaks the Pate of Faith, Be 
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, 11 
Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids, Th 
Who having no external thing to loſe, Fo 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that, Of 
That ſmooti-fac'd Gentleman, tickling Commodity, A 
Commodity, the 2iaſs of the World, | | A 
The World, who of it ſelf is poiſed well, An 
Made to run even, upon even Ground; W 
Till this Ad vantage, this vile drawing Biaſs, 185 Bu 
This ſway of Motion, this Commodity, | W. 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, . 
From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent; . W. 
And this ſame Biaſs, this Commodity, Wi 
This Bawd, this Broker. that all changing-world, Lil 
_ Clapton the outward Eye of fickle France, Be 
Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, Tt 
From a reſoly'd and honourable War, Zu 
To a moſt baſe and vile concluded Peace. 8 1 
And why rail I on this Commodity? Tt 
But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: E 
Not that I have the Power to clutch my Hand, Te 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, = a 
But for my Hand, as unattempted yet, As 
Like a poor , raileth on the Rich. WI 
Well, whiles 1 am a Beggar. I will rail, + Le. 
And ſay there is no Sin but to be rich: Fr, 
And being rich, my Virtue then ſhall be, | Fe 
To ſay there is no Vice, but Beggary, Th 
Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, : 
Gain be my Lord, for I will worſhip thee. [Exit But 
| Enter Conſtance, Arthur and Salisbury. ( 
Conſt. Gone to be marry'd! Gone to {wear a Peace! FF 4s 
Falſe Blood to falſe Bloo4 join d! Gone :o be Friends! KF - 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe Provinces? on 
It is not ſo, thou haft miſpoke, miſheardy, Ug 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy Tale again, © Ful 
It cannot be, thou doſt but ſiy cis ſo. 3 
I truſt I may not truſt thee, for thy W Lat 


Is but the vain Breath of a common Man: FF 
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Believe me, I do not believe thee Man, 
] have a King's Oath to the contrary. 
Thou ſhalr be -puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am fick, and capable of Fears, 
Oppreft with Wrongs, and therefore full of Fears, 
A Widow, husbandleſs, ſubject to Fears, | 
A Woman naturally born to Fears; 


And though thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 
With my -vext Spirits 1 cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this Day. 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy Head? 
Why doſt thou look fo {:4ly on my Son? 
What means that Hand upon that Breaſt of thine? 
Why holds thine Eye that lamentable Rheum, 
Like a proud River peering o'er his Bounds ? 
Be theſe {ad Signs confirmers of thy Words? 
Then ſpeak again; not all thy former Tale, 
But this one word, whether thy Tale be true. 
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falſe 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. by 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this Sorrow, 
Teach thou this Sorrow how to make me die, 
And let Belief and Life encounter fo, 
As doth the Fury of two deſperate Men, 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 
Lewis marry Blanch! O Boy, then where art thou? 
France Friend with England! what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy ſight ; 
This News hath raade thee a moſt ugly Man. 
Sal. What other Harm have I, good Lady, done, 
But ſpoke the Harm that is by others done? 
Conſt. Which Harm within it ſelf fo hainous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. 
Arth, 1 do beſeech you, Madam, be content. 
Conſt. If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and flandrous to thy Mother's Womb, 
Full of unpleaſing Blots, and fightleſs Stains, 
Lime, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, | 
Farch'd with foul Moles, and Eye-oftending Marks, 
I would not care, 1 then would be content, 22 


For 


For then I ſhould not love thee: No, nor thou 
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Become thy great Birth, nor deſerve a Crown. 


| But thou art fair, and at thy Birth, dear Boy, 


Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great. 


Of Nature's Gifts thou may'ſ with Lillies boaſt, 
And with the half blown Roſe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee, 
Sh' Adulterates hourly with thine Unkle Fohn, 
And with her golden Hand hath pluckt on France 

To tread down fair reſpect of Sovereingty, 
And made his Majeſty the Bawd to theirs. 


France is a Bawd to Fortune, and King 


That ftrumpet Fortune, that uſurping Jan: 
Tell me, thou Fellow, is not France forſworn? 


Envenom him with Words, or get thee gone, 

And leave theſe Woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. pi 
| Sal. Pardon me, Madam, | 
1 may not go without you to the Kings. 


Conſt. Thou may It, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee! 


. I will inſtruct my Sorrow to be proud, 
For Grief is proud, and makes his Owner ftoop; 


To me and to the State of my great Grief, 


Let Kings aſſemble: For my Grief's ſo great 


That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 
Can hold it up: Here I and Sorrows fit, 


Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


— 


Ac r m. SCENE I. 


Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, Phi- 


| lip the Baſtard, Auftria, and Conſtance, 


k. f- T Is true, fair Daughter; and thisblefſed Day, | 


Ever in France ſhall be kept Feſtival; 


| To ſolemnize this Day the glorious Sun 
Stays in his Courſe, and plays the Alchy miſt, 
Turning with ſplendour ot his precious Eye 


ma 
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The meager cloddy Earth to glitt'ring Gold: 
The yearly courſe that brings this Day about 
Shall never ſee it, but a Holy- day. 
Conſt. A wicked Day, and not a holy Day. 
What hath this Day deſerv'd? What hath it done, 
That it in golden Letters ſhould be ſet 5 
Among the high Tides in the Kalendar? 
Nay, rather turn this Day out of the Week, 
This Day of Shame, Oppreſſion, Per jury. 
Or it it muſt ſtand ſtill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this Day, 
Leſt that their Hopes prodigiouſly be croſt: 
But on this Day, let Seamen fear no Wrack, 
No Bargains break that are not this Day made; 
This Day all things begun came to ill End, 
Yea, Faith it ſelf, to hollow Falſhood change. 
EK. Philip. By Heay'n, Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair Proceedings of this Day: 
Have I not pawn'd to you my Majeſty? 
| Conſt. You have beguil'd me with a Counterfeit 
| Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch'd and try'd, 
Proves valueleſs : You are forſworn, forſworn., | | 
You came in Arms to ſpill my Enemies Blood, 1 
But now in Arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours. ; 
The'grapling Vigour, and rough Frown of War | | 
Is cold in Amity, and painted Peace, : | 
And our Oppreſſion hath made up this League: 
Arm, Arm, you Heay'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings: 
6 A Widow cries, be Husband to me, Heay'ns, - 
Let not the Hours of this ungodly Day 
Wear out the Days in Peace; but ere Sun-ſet, 
Set armed Diſcord twixt theſe perjur'd Kings. 
. Hear me, oh hear me! . | | 
i- Auſt. Lady Conſtance, Peace. RO 1 
Conſt. War, War, no Peace; Peace is to me a War: 
* O mages, O Anſtria, thou doſt ſhame : | 
4 That bloody 2 Thou Slave, thou Wretch, thou Coward, 1 
Thou little Valiant, great in Villany: Th ES > 1 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger Side; 3 | 
| Thou Fortune's Champion, that doſt never fight | 
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Fut when her humorous Ladiſhip is by 
To teach thee Safety; thou art perjur'd too, 
And ſooth'ſt up Greatneſs. What a Fool art thou, 
A ramping Fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 
_ Upon my Party; thou cold-blooded Slave, 6g 
Haſt thou not ſpoke like Thunder on my fide, 
Been ſworn my Soldler, bidding me depend 
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength? 
And Coft thee now fall over to my Foes ? 5 
Thou wear't a Lion's Hide? Doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a Calves- skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Auſt. O that a Man ſhould ſpeak thoſe words to me. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs, 
Auſt. Thou dar'ſt not ſay fo, Villain, for thy Life. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
X. Fohn. We like not this, thou doſt forget thy elf, 
1 Enter Pandulpbh. 5 
X. Philip. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Puand. Hail, you anointed Deputies of Heav'in; 
To thee, King Feb», my holy Errand is; 
I Pandulph of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religiouſly demand 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wifully doſt ſpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury from that holy See? BE. 
This in our foreſaid holy Father's Name, 
Pope Innocent, | co demand of the. 
EK. John. What c arthy Name to Interrogatories 
Can tax the Free- brea h of a ſacred King? 
Thou canſt not, Cardinal, deviſe a Name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
To charge me to au anſwer, as the Popes 
Tell him this Tale, and from the Mouth of England, 
Add thus much more, that no Italian Prieſt 
Chall tithe or toll in our Dominions: 
But as we, under Heav'n, are ſupream Head, 
So under it that great Supremacy 7 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold 
5. FO | | . Witho 4 
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Without th' Aſſiſtance of a mortal Hand: 


So tell the Pope, all Reverence ſet apart 


To him and his uſurp'd Authority. 


K. Philip. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this, 
K. John. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendo 


Atte led ſo groſly by this medling Prieſt, 


Dreading the Curſe that Mony may buy out, 


And, by the Merit of vile Gold, droſs, duſt, 


Purchafe corrupted Pardon of a Man, 


Who in that ſale ſells Pardon from himſelf: 


Though you, and all the reft ſo groſly led, 
This jugling Witch-craft with Revenue cheriſh, 


| Yet alone, alone, do me oppoſe 


Againſt the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes, 
Pand. Then by the lawful Power that I have, 


Thou ſhalt ſtand Curſt, and Excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt 


From his Allegiance to an Heretick, 


And meritorious ſhall that Hand be call'd, 


Canonized and worſhipp'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any ſecret Courſe | 


Thy hateful Life. 


Co. O hiwful let itbe 
That I have room with Rome to curſe a while, 


| Good Father Cardinal, cry thou Amen 


To my keen Curſes; for without my Wrong 


There is no Tongue hath power to curſe him right, 
Pand. There's Law and Warrant, Lady, for my Curſe. 


Coſt. And for mine too; when Law can do no right, 
Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong: . 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here 

For he that holds his 3 holds the Law; 


Therefore ſince Law it felt is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curſe? 


Pand. Philip of France, on Peril of a Curſe, 


Let go the Hand of that Arch-heretick, 
And raiſe the Power of France upon his Head, 


Unlefs he do ſubmit himſelt ro Rome. 


Eli. Look'ſt thou pale, France? Do not let 80 thy Hand. 


Conſt, Look to that Devil, leſt that France repeac. 
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And by disjoining Hands Hell loſe a Soul. 
Auſt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. 


Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs. 
Auſt, Well, Ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 


| Becauſe — | | 


Baſt. Your Breeches beſt may carry them, 

K. John. Philip, what ſay'ſt thou to the Cardinal? 

Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 
Lewis. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heavy Curſe from Rome, 
Or the light loſs of England for a Friend; 


Forgo the eaſier. 


Blancb. That's the Curſe of Rome. | 
Conft. O Lewis, ſtand faſt, the Devil tempts thee here 


In likeneſs of a new untrimmed Bride. 


Blanch. The Lady Conſtance ſpeaks not from her Faith: 


But from her Need. 
Conſt. Oh, if thou grant my Need, | 
Which only lives but by the Death of Faith, 


That Need, muſt needs infer this Principle, 
That Faith would live again by Death of Need: 


© then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up: 


Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down. 


EK. John. The King is mov'd, and anſwers not to this, 


Conſt. O be remoy'd from him; and anſwer well. 
Arſt. Do fo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moſt ſweet Lout. 
K. Philip. I am perplext, and know not what to ſay. 
Pand. What can'ft thou ſay, but will perplex thee more, 


Tf thou ſtand Excommunicate, and Curſt? 


R. Philip. Good reverend Father, make my Perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your ſelf? _ 


This Royal Hand and mine are newly knit, 


And the Conjunction of our inward Souls 


 Marry'd in League, coupled and link d together 


With all religious Strength oi ſacred Vows: 


The lateſt Breath, that gave the ſound of words, 
Was deep {worn Faith, Peace, Amity, true Love 
Between our Kingdoms and cur Royal ſelves, _ 


And even betore this Truce, but new before, 


No 


, 
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No longer than we well could waſh our Hands, | 
To clap this Royal Bargain up of Peace, 3 
Heav'n knows they were beſmear'd and over. ſtain d 
With Slaughter's Pencil; where Revenge did paint 

The fearful difference of incenſed wry 

And ſhall theſe Hands, ſo lately purg'd of Blood, 

So newly join d in Love, fo ſtrong in both, 
Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play faſt and looſe with Faith? So jeſt with Helw' 

Make ſuch unconſtant Children of our ſelves, 

As now again to ſnatch our Palm from Palm? 

Un- ſwear Faith ſ vorn, and on the Marriage-bed 

Of ſmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoaſt, 

And make a Riot on the gentle Brow 

Ot true Sincerity ? O holy Sir, 

My reverend Father, let it not be ſo; 

Out of your Grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 


Some gentle Order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 


To do your Pleaſure, and continue Friends. 

Fand. All Form is formleſs, Order orderleſs, 
Save what is oppoſite to England's Love. 
Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our Mother breathe her Curſe, 
A Mother's Curſe, on her revolting Son. 
France, thou may'ft hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 
A caſed Lyon by the mortal Paw, | 
A taſting Tyger ſafer by the Tooth, 
Than keep in Peace that Hand which thou doſt hol. 

K. Philip. 1 may diſ-join my Hand, but not my Faith. 

Fand. So mak ſt thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And like a Civil War ſet'ſt Oath to Oath, | 
Thy Tongue againſt thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 
Firſt made to Heav'n, be to Heay'n perform'd, 
That is, to be the Champion of our Church. 
What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thy ſelf, 
And may not be performed by thy felt 5 
For that which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 
is not amiſs, when it is truly donne 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 


The Truth is then moſt done, not doing it: 


13 The © 


198 The Life and Death 


The better Act of Purpoſes miſtook, 

Is to miſtake again, though indirect, 

Yet Indirection thereby grows direct, 
And Fal ſhood Falſhood cures, as Fire cook Fire 
Within the ſcorched Veins of one new burn d. 
It is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 
But thou haſt ſworn againſt Religion: 


By what thou ſwear'ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwear'l : 


And mak'ſt an Oath the fur 1 for thy Truth, 
Againſt an Oath the Truth; thou art unſure 
To ſwear, ſwear only not to be forſworn; 
Elſe what a Mockery ſhould it be to ſwear? 
But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 
And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt fear, 1 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againſt thy firſt, 

1s in thy ſelf Rebellion to thy ſelf; 

And better Conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler Parts 
| = theſe = looſe Suggeſtions: 
Upon which better Part, our Pray'rs come in, 
1 go vouchſafe them. But if not, then know 
The Peril of our Curſes light on thee 
So heavy as thou ſhalt nor ſhake them off, 
But in Deſpair, dye under their black weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat Rebellion” 
Bat. Will't not be? 

Will not a Calyes-skin top that Mouth of thine? 

Loi: Father, to Arms. 

blanch. Upon thy Wedding- day? | 

Againſt the Blood that thou haſt married? 
What, fhall our Feaſt be kept with Qlaughter'd Men? 
Shall brayin Trumpets, and loud churliſn Drums, 
Clamours of Hell, be meaſures to our Pomp? 


O Husband, bear me: Ay. alack, how new 
Is Husband in my Mouth ? Even for that Name 
Which till this time my Tongue did ne'er pronounce; 
Upon my Knee | beg, go not to Arms 
Againſt mine Uncle. 4 
"Conſt. O, upon my Knee, made hard with kicking. 


Alter 


5 l do pray to thee, thou virtuous Dali 
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Alter not the Doom fore · thought by Heav n. 
Blanch. Now ſhall I ſee thy Love, what Motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the Name of Wite? 
Conſt. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds 
His Honour, Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour. 
Lewis. I muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound Reſpects do pull. ou on? 
_ Pand. I will denounce a Curſe upon his Head. [thee: 
K. Philip. Thou ſhalt not need. England, 1 will fall from 
Conſt. O fair return of baniſh'd Majeſty. 75 
Eli. O foul revolt of French Inconſtaney. Hour. 
K. John. France, thou ſhale rue this Hour within this 
Baſt. Old Time the Clock. Setter, that bald Sexton, 
Time, 928 
Is it as he will? Well then, France ſhall rue. pe: 
Blanch. The Sun's ofcrcaft with Blood: Fair Day adieu. 
Which is the fide that I muſt go withal? _ 
I am with both, each Army hath a Hand, 
And in their Rage, 1 having ho'd of both, 
They whirl aſunder, and diſmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 
Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may'i loſe: 
Father, I may not wiſh the Fortune thine: | 
Grandam, I will not wiſh thy Wiihes thrive: 
Whoever wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe: 
Aſſured Loſs, before the Match be plaid. | 
Lewis. Lady with me, with me thy Fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my Fortune lives, there my Liſe 
dies. | Y | | | 
K. John. Couſin, go draw our Puiſſance together. 
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming Wrath, 
A Rage, whoſe heat hath this Condition; 
Thar nothing can 3llay, nothing but Blood, 
The Blood and deareſt valu'd Blood of France. turn 
. Philip. Thy Rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou ſhalt 
To Aſhes, ere our Blood ſhall quench that Fire: 7 
Look to thy ſelf, thou art in jeopardy. . 
K. Jobn. No more than he that threats. To Arms let's hie. 
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8 C ENE 11. 


Alarms, Fxemrſa ons : Enter Baſtard with Auſtria's Head. | 


| Baſt. Now by my Life, this Day grows wondrous hot, 
Some aiery Devil hovers in the Sky, 
And pours down Miſchief. Auria' s Head lie there, 
Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 
White Philip breathes, 
K. John. Hubert, keep this Boy. Philip, make * j 
My Mother is aſſailed in our Tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 
Baſt. My Lord, 1 reſcued ber: 
Her Highneſs is in ſafety, fear you not, 
But on, my Liege, 4 very little Pains 
Will bring this Labour to an happy end. Ckreum 


Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Enter King John, Elinor, 


Arthur, Baſtard, Hubert, and 254. 
K. John. So ſhall it be; our Grace ſhall ſtay behind 
80 ſtrongly guarded: Coulin, look not fad, 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear bo is inre, as thy Father was. | 
Arth. O this will make my Motner die with Grief, 
EK. Jahn. Couſin, away for England, haſte before, 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the Bags 
Of hoarding Abbots, impriſoned Angels 
Set at Liberty: the fat Ribs of Peace 
Muft by the hungry now be fed upon: 
Uſe our Commiſſion in its utmoſt Force. 


| Baſt. Bell, Book, and Candle, ſhall not drive . 


When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your Highneſs: Grandam, I will Pray, 
(If ever 1 remember to be holy) 


For your fair Safety; ſo 1 kiſs your Hand. 
Eli. Farewel, gentle Couſin - 
„ Fobn. Coz, farewel. - 
33 Come hither little Kinſman, hark, a Word. 
R. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 


: We owe thee much; v within this Wall of Fleſh | 


of King Joun. 201 


There is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, 
And with Advantage means to pay thy Love: 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this Boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
Give me thy Hand, I had a thing to ay ——— 
But I will fit it with ſome better tune. 
By Heay'n, Hubert, I am almoſt aſnamd 
To ſay what good Reſpe& I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 8 
EK. John. Good Friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo yet, 
But thou ſhalt have; and creep time ne er ſo flow, 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to ſay — but let it go: | 
The Sun is in the Heay'n, and the proud Day, 
A:tended with the Pleaſures of the World, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 
To give me Audience: If the midnight Bell 
Did, with his Iron Tongue and brazen Mouth, 
Sound on into the drowſie Race of Night; 
If this ame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, - 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand Wrongs; 
Or if that ſurly Spirit, Melancholy, 
Had bak d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling up and down the Veins, 
Making that Idiot Laughter keep Mens Eyes, 
And ſtrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 

A Paſſion hateful to my Purpoſes; ON 
Or if that thou couldit ſee me without Eyes, 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, ufing Conceit alone, 
Without Eyes, Ears, and harmful ſound of words; 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchful Day, 
I would into thy Boſom pour my Thoughts: 
But, ah, I will not ——yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I think thou lov'it me well. 
Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 

Though that my Death were adjun& to my Act, 
By Heay'a I would do it. 

K. John. Do not 1 know thou wouldſt? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine Eye 
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On yon young Boy: II tell thee what, my Friend, 
He is a very Serpent in my Way, 
And wyhereſoe er this Foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me; doſt thou underſtand me? 
Thou art his Keeper. 

Hub, And I'll po * fo, 


That he ſhall not o your Majeſty. 
EK. Fobn. Death. 
wg My Lord? 

ohn. A Grave. 
He ſhall not live. 


3 Fobm. Enough. = 

I could be merry now. Hubert, 1 151 chee; 

Well, I'll not ſay what I intend for thee: 

Remember: — Madam, fare you well. 
Fil ſend thoſe Powers o'er to your Majeſty. 

Eli, My Bleſſing go with thee. 

— Fob. For England, Coulin, go. | 
Hubert (hall be your Man, to attend on you 


| With all true Duty; on toward Calais, boa. [Exeunt. - 


SCENE III. 


Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, a} as. x; 


K. Philip. So by a Tempeſt on * Flood. 
A whole mad t aer Sa 
Is ſcatter'd and disjoin d from fellowſhip. 
Pand. Courage and Comfort, all ſhall as wa 
K. Philip. What can go well, when wehave run ſo ill? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers loſt? 
Arthur ta en Priſoner? Divers dear Friends lain? 
And bloody England into England gone, | 
O'er-bearing Interruption, ſpight of France : 
Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify's: 
So hot a Speed, with ſuch Advice d, 
Such temperate Order in ſo fierce a 
Doth want Example; who hath read, or bend 
Of any kindred-Action like to this? 


. Philip. Well could I bear that England had this Pre 


So we could find ſome Patrera of our Shame, 
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Enter Conſtance. 
Look, who comes here? A Grave unto a Soul, 
Holding th' eternal Spirit againſt her Will, 
In the vile Priſon of afflicted Breath; 
I rn Lady, go away with me. | 
Lo, now; now fee the Iflue of your Peace: 
K. Phil. Patience, good Lady ; comfort, gentle 1g 
Conſt. No, 1 defie all Counſel, all Redreſs, 
But that which ends all Counſel, true Redreſs; 
Death, Death, oh amiable, lovely Death, 
Thau odoriferous Stench; ſound Ronennef, 
Ariſe forth from the Couch of laſting Night, 
Thou. Hate and Terror to Proſperity, 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable Bones; 
And put my Eye-Balls in thy vaulty Brows, 
And ring theſe Fingers with thy houſhold Worms, 
And ſtop this Gap of Breath with fulſom Duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelt; 'S 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmił it, 
And dus thee as thy Wife; Miſery TRE 8 
O come to me. 
K. Philip. O fair Affiction, Peace. 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, having Breath to 
O that m y Tongue were in the Thunder's 7 
Then with a Paſſion 1 would ſhake rhe World, 
And rouze from Sleep that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hear a Lady's feeble Voice, | 
Which ſcorns a modeſt Invocation. | 
Pand. Lady, you utter Madneſs, and not Sorrow<-. 
Conſt. Thou art not holy to belie me fo; 
I am not mad; this Hair I tear is mine, 
My Name is Conſtance, was Geffrey's Wife: 
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is loſt: 
I am not mad, I would to Heay'n 1 were, _ 
For then dis like I ſhould forget my ſelt. 
©, if I could, what Grief ſhould 1 forget! 
Preach ſame Philoſopby to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalr be canoniz d, Cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but Cofible of Grief, . 
My reaſawable Part * Realon 
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How I may be deliver'd of theſe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhould fo C my Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he: 


I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different Plague of each Calamity. 


K. Philip. Bind up thoſe Treſſes; O what Love 1 note 


In the fair multitude of thoſe her Hairs; oy 
| Where but by chance a filver Drop hath fall'a, 
Even to that Drop ten thouſand wiery Friends 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable Grief, 
Like true, inſeparable faithful Loves, 
Sticking rogether i in Calamity. 
Conſt. To England, if you will. 
EK. Philip. Bind up your Hairs. 
Conſt. Yes, that 1 will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their Bonds, and cry d aloud, 
O, that theſe Hands could fo redeem my Son, 
As they have given theſe Hairs their Liberty; 
Eut now I envy at their Liberty, 
And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
| Becauſe my poor Child is a Priſoner. 
And Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay 3 
That we ſhall ſee and know our Friends in a | 
If chat be true, I ſhall ſee my Boy again. 
For ſince the Birth of Cain, the firſt Male. Child, 
To him that did but Yeſterday ſuſpire, | 
There was not ſuch a gracious Creature born. 
But now will Canker-Sorrow eat my Bud, 
And chaſe the native Beauty from his Cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
As dim and meagre as an Agues Fit, | 
And ſo he'll die; and riſing fo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the Court of Heavn | 
I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Fand. You hold too bainous a reſpect of Grief, 
Conſt. He talks to me that never had a Son. 
K. Philip You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child. 
. Conſt, Grief fill the Room vp of my abſent Child: 
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Lyes in his Bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty Looks, repeats his Words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious Parts; 
Stuffs out his vacant Garments with his Form, 
Then have I Reaſon to be fond of Grief. 
Fare you well; had you ſuch a Loſs as I, 
I could give better Comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this Form upon my Head, 
When there is ſuch Diſorder in r 
O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son! 
My Lite, my Joy, my Food, my all the World, 
My Widow: Contfort, and my Sorrow's Cure! Exit. 
K. Philip. 1 fear ſome Outrage, and I'll fellow her. 
Exit. 
Lewis. There's nothing i in this World can make a) joy, 
Life is as tedious as a twice told Tale, | 
Vexing the dull Ear of a drowfie Man; 
A bitter Shame hath ſpoil'd the ſweet Words taſte, 
That it yields nought but Shame and Bitterneſs, 
Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong Diſcaſe, 
Even in the Inſtant of repair and health, 
The Fit is ſtrongeſt: Evils that take Leave, 
On their Departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 
| What have you loſt by lofing of this Da 
Leis. All Days of Glory, Joy, 8 and 115 pineſs. | 
Fand. If you had won it, certainly you Fad. 
No, no; when Fortune means to Men moſt 7 
She looks upon them with a threatning E. 
Tis ſtrange to think how much King 7 
In this, which he accounts ſo clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his Priſoner ? 
Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he bath him, 
Fand. Your Mind is all as youth ſul as your Blood, 
| Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetick Spirit; 
For even the Breath of what I mean to ſpeak 
| Shall blow each Duſt, each Straw, each little rub 
Out of the Path which ſhall directly lead © ** 


Thy Foot to England's Throne: And therefore mark: 
| hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, | 


That whilſt warm Lite plays i in that lnfant's Veins, | 
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The miſplac'd Fohn ſhould entertain an Hour, 

A Minute, nay one quiet Breath of Reft. 

A Scepter ſnatch'd with an unruly Hand, 

Muſt be as boyſt rouſly maintain'd as gain'd. 

And he that ſtands upon a ſlippery Place, 

Makes nice of no vile Hold to ſtay him up. 

That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs mult fall, 

So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. | 33 
Lewis. But what ſhall 1 gain by young Arthur's fall? 
Fand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the Claim that Arthur did. 

Lewis. And loſe it, Life and all, as Arthur did. | 


Pand. How green you are, and freſh in this old World? 


Jahn lays you Plots; the Times conſpire with you; 
For he that ſteeps his Safety in true Blood, | 
Shall find but bloody Safety and untrue. 
This Act ſo evilly born ſhall cool the Hearts - 
Of all his People, and freeze up their Zeal, | 
That none fo ſmall Advantage ſhall ftep forth 
To check his Reign, but they will cheriſh it; 
No natural Exhalation in the Sky, 

No Scope of Nature, no diſtemper d Day, 

No common Wind, no cuſtomed Event, 

But they will pluck yu his natural Cauſe, 

And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs, 
Abortives, Preſages, and Tongues of Heav'n, 
Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Fohn. 

Lewis. May be he will not touch young Arthur's 
Bat bold himſelf ſaſe in his Prifonmenr. 


* 


If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this News he dies; and then the Hearts 
Of all his People ſhall revolt from him, 

And kiſs the Lips of unacquainted Change, 


And pick ſtrong Matter of Revolt and Wrath, 
Out of the bloody Fingers Ends of ahn. 


Methinks I ſee this Hurley all on foot; 
And O, what better matter breeds for vou@, 
Than I have nam d, The Baſtard Egulcenbridge | 
I. now in England, ranſacking the Church, 


uns 
Pand. O, Sir, when be ſhall bear of your Approach, 
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Offending Charity. If but a dozen French En 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide; 
Or, as a little Snow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a Mountain. O noble 
Go with me to the King, 'tis wonderful, 
What may be wrought out of their Diſcontent. 
Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
yay England go; I will whet on the King. 
Lewis. Strong Reaſon makes ſtrong Actions, let us ge 
If you fa ap EE ade Ge [ Exenmts. 


8 


AC T IV. SCENE L 


Enter Hubert and Execariener.. 


Hub, FEAT me theſe Irons hot, and look you land 
Within the Arras; when | firike my Foot | g 

Upon the Boſom of the Ground, ruſm forth *. 

And bind the Boy, which-you ſhall find with me, 

Faſt to the Chair: Be keedful; hence, and watch. 
Exe. I kope your Warrant will bear out the Deed!- 
Hub Lat A ＋ {wid 0 tot. 

: 7 eome to 
* Enzer Arthur. A mf 
Arth. Good Morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good Morrow, little Prince. 
Arth. As little Prineę, having fo great 6 Title- 

To be more Prince, 25 may be. You are ſad. 
Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. 

Arb. Mercy on me; 

Methinks no Body ould be fad but I; 

Yet 1 remember when J was in A | 

_ Young Gentlemen would be as fad as Night, 

Only tor Wantonneſs; by my Chriſtendom, 

So l were out of Priſon, and kept Sheep, 

I ſhould be as merry as the Day is long: 

And ſo I would be here, but that I doubt 
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My Uncle iſes more Harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my Fault that I was Geffrey's Son? 
No indeed is't not, and I would to Heay'n 
I were your Son, ſo you would love me, Hubert. 
_ Hub. If I talk to him, with his Innocent Prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which 2 D 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatcc. [Aſide. 
Arth. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to Day; 
Inſooth I would you were a little ſick, 5 
That 1 0 ſit all Night and watch with you. 


I warrant I love you more than you do me. 
Hab. His Words do take Poſſeſſion of my Boſom. 
Read here, youn — . & [$, ing a Paper. 
How now, fooliſh Rheume, | [Aſide. 


Turning diſpitious Torture out of Door! 

I muſt be brief, left Reſolution drop 
Out at mine Eyes in tender Womaniſh Tears, — 
Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ? 4 
Arib. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul Effet. 
Muſt you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes? 
Hub. Young Boy, I muſt. | : 
Arth. And will you? 


Hub, And I will. 1 . 
Arth. Have you the Heart? When your Head did but 
I knit my Handkerchief about your Brows, ſake, 


(The beſt 1 had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 

And I did never ask it you again; , _ 
And with my Hand, at Midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, | 

Still and anon chear'd up the heavy Time, : 
| Saying, what lack you? and, where lyes your Grief?. 


Or what good Love may | perform for you? 


Many a poor Man's Son would have lain ſtill, _ 

And ne'er have ſpoke a loving Word to you: 
But you, at your fick Service had a Prince: | 
| Nay, you may think my Love was crafty Love, 
And call it Cunning. Do, and if you will, 

If Heay'n be pleas that muſt uſe me ill, ; 
Why then you muſt. Will you put out mine Eyes? 
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Theſe Eyes that never did, nor neyer ſhall 
So much as frown on you ? 
Hub. I have ſworn to do it; | 
And with hot Irons muſt I burn them out. 
Arth. Ab, none but in this Iron Age would do it. 
The Iron of it ſe f, though heat red hot, 
Approaching near theſe Eyes, would drink uy Tears, 
And quench its fiery Indignation, 
Even in the Matter of mine Innocence : 
Nay, after that. conſume away in Ruſt, | 
But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye. 
Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd "RE 
And if an Angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine Eyes, 
I would not have beliey'd him; no Tongue but Hubert's, 
Hub. Come forth; do as | bid you do. 
Arth. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me! my Eyes arg out 
Even with the fierce Looks of theſe blood 
Hub. Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind lim be here. x 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo baiſterous W wv 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand Rtone-ſtill, 
For Heav'n ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe Men away, 
And 1 will fit as quiet as a Lamb. N 
I will not ſtir, nor wince, nor fuk a Word, 
Nor look upon the Iron angerl 
Thruſt but theſe Men away - Pl forgive you, | 
Whatever Torment you do put me to. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with bim. 
Exe. I am beſt pleas d to be from ſuch a Deed. 
Arib. Alas, I x". have chid away my Friend, | 
He hath a ſtern Look, but a gentle Heart; 
Let him come back, that his ompaſſion may 
Give Life to yours. 
Hub. Come, By, prepare your ſelf. 
Arb. Is there no Remedy? 
Hub. None, but to loſe 3 
Arth. O Heay'n, that — were but a Moth in yours 
A Grain, a Duſt, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, 
Any Annoyance in that _ Senſe; 


Thea 
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Will not offend thee, 
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Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 


Your vile Intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 


Hub. Is this your promiſe? Go too, hold your Tongue. 


Arth. Hubert, the Utterance of a brace of Tongues, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 
Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Hubert; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
So I may keep mine Eyes. O- ſpare mine Eyes, 
Though to no uſe, bur ſtill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the Inſtrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. 1 can heat it, Boy. 


Arth. No, in good ſoo: h, the Fire i is dead with Grief 
Being create for Comfort, to be us'd | 

In undeſerv'd Extreams; ſee elſe your felt, 

There is no Malice in this burning Coal, 

| The Breath of Heay'n hath blown his Spirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant Aſhes on his Head. 


Hub. But with my Breath I can revive it, | 
Arb. And if you do, you will but make it b uſh, 


And glow with ſhame of your Proceedings, Hubert: 


Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your Eyes; 


And, like a Dog that is compell'd to fight, 


Snatch at kis Maſter that doth ſet him on. 
All things that you ſhould uſe to do me Wrong 


Deny their Office; only you do lack 
That Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, 


Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking Uſes. 
Hus. Well, fee to live; I will net touch thine Eye 
For all the Treaſure that thine Uncle owes: 

Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 


With this ſame very Iron to burn them our. 


Ait. O now * look like Hubert. All this while 
IJ qu were diſguis d. 


Hub, Peace: No more. Adieu, 5 
Your Uncle muſt not know but you are 8 


II fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe R 


And, pretty Child, ſleep doubtleſs, and cure, 
That Hubert, for the Wealth * all the World, 
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Arth. O Heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much Danger do I undergo for thes. — 


SCENE n. 
— John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 


R. John. Here once again we fit, once again crown" 
And look'd upon, 1 hope, with chearful Eyes. 
Pemb. This once again, but that your Highneſs pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperfluous; you were crown'd before, 
And that high Royalty was ner pluck d off: 
The Faiths of Men, ne er ſtained with Revolt: 
Freſh Expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long'd-for Change, or better State. 
K Therefore to be poſſeſs d with double emp, 
guard a Title that was rich before; | 
To gl refined Gold, to paint the Lilly, 
row a Perfume on the Violet, 
10 ſmooth the Ice, or add another Hew 
Unto the R#nbow, or with Taper: Light © 
To ſeek the beauteous Eye of Heav'n to garniſh, 
Is waſteful and ridiculous Exceſs. 
Pemb. But that your royal Pleaſure _ be done, 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, 
3 urged at a time unſeaſonable. 
In this the amick and well noted Face 
Of plain old Form is much disfigured, 
And like a ſhifred Wind unto a Sail, Ba 
It makes the Courſe of Theughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights Conſideration: 
Makes ſound 4 nion fick, and Truth ſuſpected, 
For putti new a faſhion d Robe. 
— hen Workmen ſtrive to do better than well, 
They do danfound 5 Skill in Covetouſneſs; 
And oftentimes excu ang of a Fault, | 
Doth make the Fault the worſe by the Excuſe: 


* 
Diſcredit 
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Diſeredit more in hiding of the Fault, 
Than did the Fault before it was ſo patch d. 


Sal. To this Effet, before you were new crown'd, 
We breath'd our Counſel; but it pleas'd your Highneſs 


To over-bear it, and we are all well pleas d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 
Do make a ſtand, at what your Highneſs will, 

KX. Fohn. Some Reaſons of this double Coronation 
I have poſſeſt you with, and think them ftrorg. 
And more, more ſtrong the leſs that is my Fear, 
I ſhall endue you with; Mean time, but a 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly _ 
1 will both hear and grant you your Requeſts. _ 

 Pemb. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe 
To ſound the Purpoſes of all their Hearts, | 
Both for my ſelf, and them; but chief of all, 
Your Safety; for the which, my ſelf and them 
Bend their beſt Studies; heartily requeſt | 
The Infranchiſement of Arthur, whoſe Reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring Lips of Diſcontent 
To break into this dangerous Argument. 

If what in Reſt you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears, which as they fay, attend 


The Steps of Wrong, ſhould move you to mew up, 


Your tender Kinſman, and to choke his Days 
With barbarous Ignorance, and deny bis Youth 
The rich Advantage of good Exerciſe. 
That the Times Enemies may not have this 
To grace Occafions: Let it be our Suit, 
That you have bid us ask, his Liberty, 
— or any Goods we do no —— 1 
, whereupon our Weal on you depending, 
Counts it your Weal he have his Liberty, 
: Enter Hubert. | 


EK. Fobn. Let it be ſo; I do commit his Tout 
To your Direction. Hubert, what News with you? 
| _ _  Pemb, This is the Man ſhould do the bloody Deed: 
Hie ſhew'd bis Warrant to a Friend of mine. 


The Image of a wicked heinous Fault 


Lire 


What we ſo fear 


of King Joun. 
Lives in bis Eye; that cloſe Aſpect of his 
Docs ſhew the Mood of a much troubled breaſt, - 
And I do fearful] ly believe tis done, 8 
d he had a Charge to do. 
Sal. The Colour of the King doth come and go, 
Betw¾een his Purpoſe and his Conſcience, 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Battels ſet: 
His Paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt bre. 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul Corruption of a ſweet Child's Death. ih 
EK. John. We cannot hold Mortality's raps. fy Hand. . 
Good Lords, although my Will to give is livir 
The Suit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceas d to Night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear d his Sickneſs was paſt cure. 
| _ Pemb. Indeed we heard how near his Death he wal 
Before the Child himſelf felt he was fick. 
This muſt be anſwer d either here or hence. 
EX. Fobn. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn Brows on me? 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deſtiny? 
Have I Commandment on the Pulſe of Life? 
Sal. It is apparent fonl-play, and tis ſhame 
That Greatneſs ſhould fo prolly offer it: 
So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewel. 
| Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, Vil go with thee, 
And find th' Inheritance of this poor Child, 
His little Kingdom of a forced Grave. 
That Blood which ow'd the' Breath of all this Ide, 
Three Foot of it doth hold; bad World the while, 
This muſt not be thus born, this will break out 
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i To all our Sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exeunt, 


Enter Meſſenger. 
K. John. They burn in Indignation ; I repent: 

There is no ſure Foundation ſet on Blood; + toe” 

No certain Life atchiev'd by others Death. Abe. 


A fearful Eye thou haſt; where is that Blood [Tothe Mel. | 
That I have ſeen inhabit'm thoſe Checks? 


So foul a Sky clears not without a Storm; 
Pour down thy Weather: ä r 
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Three Days before; but this from . Tongue 
Iidely heard; if true, or falſe, I know not. 


O make a Leag 
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Meſ. Fromm France to England neyer ſuch a Power, 


For any Foreign Preparation, 


Was levy'd in the Body of a Land. 


The Copy of your Speed is learn'd by them: 


For when you ſhould be told they £ prepare, 
* Tidings come, that they are all arri d. 
K. John. Oh where hath our Intelligence been duk ? 


Where hach it ſlept? Where is my Mother's Care? 
That ſuch an Army ſhould be drawn in France, 


And the not hear of it? 
Meſ. My Liege, her Far 
Is ſtopt with Duſt; The firſt of ink dy'd 


You noble Mother; and, as I res Be . 


The Lady Conſtance i in a Frenzie d 


K. Jahn. Wich- bold thy Speed, dreadful Occaſion; 
ue with me, till I have pleas'd 


My diſcontented Peers. What? Mother dead? 


How wildly then walks my Eſtate in France? : 
| Under whoſe Conduct came thoſe Powers of France, 


That thou for Truth giv'ſt out are landed here? 
Enter Baſtard ond Peter of Pomfret. 
K. John. Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill Tidings. Now, What ſays the —_ 
To your Proceedings? Do not feck to ſtuff 


My Head with more ill News, for it is full. 


Baff. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 


Then let the — unheard fall on your Head. 


K.Fokn. Bear with me, Couſin; 2 I was amaz'd 


: Under the Tide; but now I breath again 
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience 
To any Tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 


Baft. How I have ſped among the Oerg-men, 


The Sums I have collected ſhall expreſs: 
* as | travell d hither through the Land, 
I find the People ſtrangely antaſied; x 

Poſſeſt with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 
| Not knowing what they —_s but full of Fear, 
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And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his Heels: 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding Rhimes, 


That ere the next "46 cenſion- Day at Noon, 
Tour Highneſs ſhould deliver up your Crown. 


EK. John Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thou ſo? 


Peter. Fore-knowing that the Truth will fall out fo, 
XK. John. Hubert, away with him; impriſon him, 
And on that Day at Noon, whereon he 275 

I ſhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang . 
Deliver him to Safety, and return, 

For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Couſin, 

| Hear'ſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv'd ? 

Baſt. The French, my Lord; Mens Mouths are full of it; 
Beſides, I met Lord Biges and Lord Salisbury, 
With E es 23 red as new enkindled Fire, 

And others more, going to ſeek the Grave 
Of Arthur, whom they ſay is kill'd to Night, 
On your Suggeſtion. | | 
K. Jahn Gentle Kinſman, go 
And thruſt thy ſelf into their Companies, 
I have a Way to win their Loves again : 
Bring them before me. 
Ba. I will ſeek them our, 
EK. John. Nay, but make haſte; the better Foot before. 
O, let me have no Subjects Enemies, 
When adverſe Foreigners affright my Towns 
With dreadful Pomp of ſtout key Lig 
Be Mercury, ſet Feathers to thy Heels, 
And flie, ike Thought, from them to me again. 
Baſt. The Spirit of the Time ſhall teach me Speed. 


[Exit, 

K. John. Spoke like a ſprightful Noble Gentleman, | 

2 him; for he perhaps ſhall need 

Some Meſſenger betwiar me and the Peers, 

And be thou 5 1 
 Mef. With all my Heart, my Liege, Exit. 


. Jon. My Mother dead! 
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Enter Hubert. 


Hub. My Lord, they ſay five Moons were ſeen to Night: 


Four fixed, and the fifth d whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous Motion. 
K. John. Five Moons? | 
Hub. Old Men and Beldams, in the Streets 


Do Prophelic upon it dangerouſly : 
Young Arthur's Death is common in their Mouths, 


And when they talk of him, they ſhake their Heads, 
And whiſper one another in the Ear. 
And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
Whilſt he che hears makes fearful Action 

With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes; 


I faw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer, thus, 
The. whilft his Iron did on th' Anvil cool, 


With open Mouth ſwallowing a Taylor's News; 


Who with his Shears, and Meaſure in his Hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble Haſte 


Had falily thruſt upon contrary Feet, 


Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 


That were embatteled, and rank'd in Kent, 


Another lean, unwaſh'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his Tale, and talks of Arthur's peath. 


K. Fohn. Why ſcek'ſt thou to poſſeſs me withtheſe Fears? 


Why urgeſt thou fo oft young Arthurs Death? 


Thy Hind hath murther'd him: I had a mighty Cauſe 


To with him dead, but thou hadſt none to al him. 


Hub. Had none, my Lord? why, did you not provoke me? 
k. John. It is the Curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that rake their Humours for a Warrant, 


To break the bloody Houſe of Life, 
And on the winking of Authority 


To underſtand a Law; to know the 
Of dangerous Majeſty, when 2 it frowns _ 


More upon Humour, than advis d Refi 


Hub. Here is your Hand and Seal for whit I d. 
K. John. Oh, when the laſt Account cwixt Heav'n and 


1s to be made, then ſhall this Rand and Seal | : Fs 
5 us to Damnation. 1 | 
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How oft the Sight of Means to do ill Deeds, 
ill done ? Hadft not thou been by, 
—* N 


Hand of Nature mark d. 
ign'd rn 
Murther had not come into m | 

But qa bo Note of thy abhorred 2 i 
—_— 2 for boo Villany, N | 
pt, to be employ'd in Danger: | 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's Death, of 
| Ard thou, to be endeared to a King, = 
Made it no Conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. "| 
9 My Lord— 0 
K. John. Hadſt thou but ſhook thy Head, eme | 
When 1 ſpake dark] what I purpoſed: h 
Or turn'd an Eye of Doubt upon my Face; — 

As bid me tell my Tale in expreſs Words, | ns 

Dory Shams 22 (ug 909 Pn. made me break of, ” 

And thoſe th Prom os he have A | 

But thou di me by my Signs, « — 

And didſt in Si —_— parley with Sin, Ln F 

Yea, without ſtop did'& let thy Heart conſent. 2M 

And conſequently thy rude Hand, wad. | 

, The Deed, which both our Tongues beld vile to name, | — 4 
Out of my Sight, and never ſee me more. 4 

My Nobles leave me, and my State is brav'd, | 
| 

| 


| Even at my Gates, with Ranks of E Powers; 
3 Nay, in the Nis Confine of Blood 
This Kingdom, this Confine Blood and Breath, 


* — and my Couſins Death, — 


1 
| Young Arthur is alive: This Hand of mine 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent Hand, 
Not painted with the Crimſon Spots of Blood: 
Within this Boſom, never entred yet 


And have ſlander:d Nature in my F 

= —— 
Is yet the Cover of a fairer Mi 5 
Than to be Burcher of an c , | 


| 
f 
The dreadful Metion of a murderous Thought - k 2 


. 


.- 
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K. Joln. Doth Arthum live? © kittcttnets the Peers, 
Throw this Report on their incenſed Rage, © 
And make them tame to their Obedience. 

Forgive the Comment that my Paſſion made 


| Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, 


And foul Imaginary Eyes of Blood 

Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anſwer not, but to m Cloſet e. | 
The angry Lords, with alt ient Ha 


1 conjure thee bat ſlowyly: Ren more faſt. [Exennt; | 


SCENE Ii. A Pries. TY 


Enter Arthur on the Walls. - © 
Arth. The Wall is high, and yet will lep don 


Good Ground be piu and hurt me not: 


There's few or none do know me, if they —_ 
This Ship-Boy's' Semblance hath diſguis d me > Ta | 


I am afraid, and yet Fit venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my Limbs, 


Fll ed a thouſand: Shifts to get away; 


As good to die, and 0; as die, — 1 [Leaps down. 


Oh me, my Uncle's Spirit is in theſe Stones: 


Heay'n take my Soul, and England take my Bones. [Dies 1 


Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. * 
It is our Safety, and we muſt embrace 


This gentle Offer of the perilous time. 


Pemb. Who brought that Letter from ths Cardinal? * 
Sal. The Count Melun, a noble Lord of e, "_ 
' Whoſe private with me of the D Dauphin's Love, 


ls much more general than theſe Lines import. 


Bigot. To Morrow Morning let us meet him then! 
Sal. Or rather then ſet forward, for twill be 
Two long Days Journey, Lords, or Cer we meet. 152 

Euter Baſtard. 


Baſt. Once more to Day well met, diftemper'd Lords 
The 4 by me requeſts your Prefence'ftraight,” - 


e King hath diſpe fleſt himſelf of us; 
We will nor ine bis thin | Clake - 


With 


” OP Y 


Lea = | ooh HS ETHER , 


err 


The Earth had not a hole to hide this Deed. 
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With our pure Honours: nor attend the Foot 


That leaves the Print of Blood where-e'cr it walks: 
Return, and tell him ſo: We know the worſt. 
Baſt. What &er you think, good Words I think were beſt; 
Sal. Our Griefs, and nat our Manners, reaſon now. : 
Baſt. But there is little Reaſon in your Grief, - 
Therefore twere Reaſon you had Manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, Impatience hath his Privilege. - 
Baſt. Tis true, to hurt his Mafter, no Man elſe. 
Sal. This is the Priſon: What is h lyes here? 
Pemb. Oh Death, made proud wich pure and 2 


Sal. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge. 


Bigot. Or when he doom d this Beauty to the Grave, 


Found it too precious 2 for a Grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 


Or have you read, or heard, or could you think? 


Or do you almoſt think, although you y 


That you do ſee? Could Thought, without this oY 
Form ſuch another? This is the very Top, 


The Heighth, the Creſt, or Creſt-unto the Creſt 


| Of Murder's Arms; this is the bloodieſt Shame, 


The wildeſt Savagery, the vileſt Stroak 
That ever wall-ey'd Wrath, or ftaring Rage 
Preſented to the Tears of ſoft Remorſe. 

Pemb. All Murders paſt, do ſtand excus'd i in this; 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, _ 
Shall give a Holineſs, a Purity, | 


To the yet Ae Sin ot times; 


And prove ory bane -ſhed but a Jeſt, | 
Exampled by this 
Eaſt. „„ ated: Work, 
The graceleſs Action of a 8 Hund. 
If that it be the Work of wy Hens, 
Sal. If that it be the Wor of any Hand? 
We had a kind of Light, what would enſue: 


It is the ſhameful Work of Hubert's Hand, 


The Practice, and the Purpoſe of the 
From whole 9 forbid my — 


Beauty: : 


Kneeling 


, — — — 
— — —— — — 1 
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Kneeling before this Ruin of ſweet Life, 


And breathing to this breathleſs Excellence, 


"The Incenſe of a Vow, a 


Never to taſte the Pleaſures of the World, 
Never to. be infected with 


Till 1 have ſet a Glory to 


By giving it the — 1 
far Bigo. Our Souls 


holy Vow: 


ight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe and dleneſe, 


this Hand, 
of Reyenge 


Aa doth live, the _ 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and 


you; 


hath ſent for — 
luſhes not at b. 


Avant thou hateful Villain, * 


Hub. I am no Villain. 


Sal. Muſt I rob the Law? 


Baff. Your Sword is 


brighe, Sir, put i up again; 


Sal. Not till I ſheath it in a Murderer's Skin. 


* Hub, Stand back, Lord Salixbwy, ſtand back, I ſay, | 


By Heav'n, I think my Sword's s as ſharp as ours. 

r 8 

Nor tempt the Danger A Defence; | * 
e 


Left I. . 


Tour Worth, your Greatneſs, and — 


Bigor. Out 
Hmwb. Not for my Life; 
My innocent Life inſt an 
__ 84. Thou art 


"dar thou brave a Nobleman? 


but yet I dare defend 
an Emperor. oy 


Hub. Do not prove me ſo; 


a Yet I am none. Whoſe 


Tongue yh 3s 
Not truly ſpeaks; who heak uot ul, es. acl 


 Femb. Cut him to 
Baſt. Keep the Peace, 


as] by, or I ſhall gaul 


Thou wert better g 


Hane Foot, 
Spleen to do me Shame, 


Or teach thy haſty 
Fl Arie thee dead. B. 
Or I'll ſo maul you, and 


I fay, 
Sr, 


thy Sword beti 

Ig * 

is come from Hell 
Br 


+ gol) confer thy Word 
Hub. Lords, 120 hot i hae bn | 


: 


7 


5 


1 


For Villany is not without i 
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Zigor. What will you do, renowned eta 


Second a Villain, and a 3. dirt” 


Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Biget. Who kill d this Prince? 
Hub. »Tis not an Hour fince 1 left him well: 
J honour'd him, ] lov'd him, and will weep 
My Date of Life out, for his ſweet Life's Loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunn = Boo mar of his Eyes. 
Rheume; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like Rivers of Remorſe and Innocency. 
Away with me, all you whoſe Souls bor 
Th' uncleanly Savour of a Slaughter-Houſe, 
For I am flifled with the Sme of Sin. 
Bigor, Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there. 
| Pemb. There tell the King he may enquire us out- 
[Exerunt Lords. = 
Baſt. Here'sa good World; knew you of this fair Work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs Reach of Merc | 
(lf thou didſt this Deed of Death) uhoudumatd hr 
Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. | 
Baff. Ha? I'll tell thee what, 
Thou'rt-damn'd as black nay a is ſo black; 
Thou art more deep damn d then Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a Fiend of Hell * 
As thou ſhalt be, if t . 
9 I thou didft but conſent 
is moſt cruel Act, do but | 
A want'ſt a Cord, Nh üblen Thread 
That ever Spider twiſted from her Womb EY 
M A Ruſh will be a Beam 
To hang thee on: Or would R thov drown thy ſelf, 
Put but a little Water in a 
And it n all the Ocean, 
to ſuch a Villain | 
14 E. pect thee very Ln r 
ub. If 1 in AQ, C Conſent, or Sin of Thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet Breath, 


"0 was embounded in this beauteous Clay, 


K'3 * "a 


— 
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Let Hell want Pains enough to torture me. 
1 left him well. | 
.*:.", _ Go, bear him in thine Arms. 
I am amaz'd methinks, and loſe my Way 
Among the Thorns and Dangers of this World. 
How eaſie doſt thou take all England u. 
From forth this Morſel of dead Royalty? -/ 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to Heav'n, and England now is — 
To tug and ſcramble, — to by th 
The — Intereſt of proud , ** 5 
Now for the bare - pickt Bone of 2 
Doth dogged War briſtle his 
And ſnarleth in the gentle Eyes of — ht 
Now Powers from home, and Diſcontents at home 3 
Meet in one Line: and vaſt Confuſion waits, 
As doth a Raven on a ſick fallen Beaſt, 
The imminent Decay of wreſted Pomp: 
Now happy he, whoſe Cloak and Center can 
Hold out this Tempeſt. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with ſpeed; I'll to the King; | 
1 A thouſand Buſineſſes are brief at Hand, 8 
| 4nd Hear it lf doth frown upon the Land. [ Exeuns. | 
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ACT v. SCENE X ab 


Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants. 


K. T Hus 1 have yielded up into your Hand | 
The Circle of my —_— 

Pang. Take again 
From this my Hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatneſs and Authority 

K. Fohn. Now keep your holy Word, go meet the French, 

| And rom his Holineſs uſe all your Power 

| To ftop their Marches fore we are enflam d. 
Our diſcontented Counties do revolt, 
Our Do | ie * Obedience, 


—— —ä—ä—ä— — 


_— * ” — 
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Swearing Allegizace, and the love of Soul 

To ftranger-Blood, to foreign Royalty; 

This Inundation of diſtemper'd Humour, 

Reſts by you only to be qualify'd. 

Then pauſe not; for the preſent Time's ſo ßck, 


That preſent Med cine muſt be miniſtred. 


Or Overthrow incurably inſues. 
Pand. It was my Breath that blew this Tempeſt . 
Upon your ſtubborn Ulage of the Pope: 
But ance you are a gentle Convertite, 
My Tongue ſhall huſh again this Storm of War, 
And make fair Weather in your bluſtring Land. 
On this A/cenſion-Day, remember well, 
Upon your Oath of Service to the Pope, 


Go 75 to make the French lay down their Arms. [Exit 


Fohn. Is this Aſcenſion- Day? Did not the * 


9 that before Aſcenſion-· Day at Noon, 


My Crown I ſhould give off? even fo I have: 


I did ſuppoſe] i it ſhould be on Conſtraint, 


Bur, Heav'n be thank d. it is but voluntary. 
Enter Baſtard. © 
Baff. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds 0 out 
But Dover-Cafile: London hath receiv'd, 
Like a kind Hoft, the Dauphin and bis Powers. 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer Service to your Enemy; 
And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The little Number of your doubtful Friends. 
K. John. Would not my Lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 
Baſt. They found him dead, and caft into the Streets, 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of Life 
By ſome damn'd Hand was robb'd and ta'en a 
k. John. That Villain Hubert told me he did . 
Baſt. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew: 
— wherefore do you droop? Why look you ſad? 
Be great in Act, as you have been in Thought: | 
Let not the World ſee Fear and fad Diſtruſt 
Govern the Motion of a Kingly Eye; 
Be icing eee. 1 
84 Threaten 
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Threaten the Threatner, and out-face the Brow © 
Of bragging Horror: So ſhall inferior Eyes, 
That 3 _ from the Great, 

Grow grea 3 and put on 

The — Spirit 7 it of olution. * 

Away, and plifter like the God of War 

When he intendeth to become the Field; 
Shew Boldneſs and aſpiring Confidence. 
What, ſhall they ſeek the Lion in his Den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be faid: Forage, and run 
To meet Diſpleaſure farther from the Doors, 
=_ grapple with him ere he come ſo nigh, 

K. Folm. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me, 
| . 1 7 made a happy Peac {with him; | | 
a — hath — to diſmiſs the Powers 
| the Dauphin. 
ws Oh inglorious 

Shall we upon the footin 78 nol” | 
Bend fair-play-Orders and make Compromiſe, 

Intinuation, Parly, and baſe True 
To Arms invaſive? Shall a beardleſs Boy, 
A cockred- ſilken Wanton brave cur Fields, 

And fleſh his Spirit in a war-like Soil, 

— the Air with Colours idely ſpread, 
And find no check? Let us, my Liege, to Arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 

Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 

ha. faw we had a of defence. 
| . Have thou the erdering of this AO time. 
85 . Away then with good Courage; yet I knew 
Our Party — well 6 [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Arms, Lewis, Salary, Meta, Perce, 
| " Bigot, and Soldiers. 


Lewis. My Lord Melus, let this be copied out, A. 
e t 


of King Foun: 
Return the Preſident to theſe Lords again; 
Nr Inn 


Both they and we, oer theſe Notes, 
Map besen geit bur took the Sicrament, 
a 


od jy ng Faiths firm and inviolable 
our fides it neyer ſhall be broken. - 
Dauphin, albeit we ſwear 


one Four on ore gba | 
To your yet believe me, Prince, 

I am not that ſuch a Sore of Time 3 

Should a Plaiſter by contemn'd Revolt, 


2777 
* By making man it grieves m 
G That 1 mult draw this Metal from my Side | 
To be a Widow-maker : Oh eden 
Where LN OI HT TING, 
_ Cries out Name © . 
EF 
That for the H * 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 
Of ſtern Injuſtice, and confuſed Wr 
And is't not Pity, oh my grieved Friends, 
That we, the Sons and hldren of this It; 
Were born to ſee ſo bad an Heur as this, 
Wherein we ſtep n pb march - 
Upon her geatle Boſom, 'and | 
EEE n= 
FO tai Caen Fame, 


L of a Land remote, - 

© Ki — fellow Colours here: PY. 
What here? O ation that thou coakift remove ;-- 

b. That Neptune s Arms who clippeth thee about, 


Would bear thee from the knowledge of chy ſelf, - 
And cri thee unto a Pagan Shore, 
Where. 2wo Chriſtian Armies might combins | 
The Blood of Malice, in a vein of League, 
| And not to ſpend it ih un hbourly, 
a erer wel ing how ſhe wm” 
Ad great ns in 7 Bolom - 
N * Nobility, he. 
| $886 48 
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Oh what a noble Combat haſt thou fought, 
Between Compulſion, and a brave Reſpect: 
Let me wipe off this honourable Dew, 


That ſilverly doth progreſs on thy Cheeks: 


My Heart hath melted at a Lady's Tears, 

Being an ordinary Inundation: 

But this Effuſion of ſuch Manly Drops, F Ws 
This Shower blown up by N of the Saul, 3 


Startles mine Eyes, and makes me more ame d 


Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of Heav'n . 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning Meteors. 
Litt up thy Brow, renowned Salishury, 

And with a great Heart heave away this Storm: 


_ Commend theſe Waters to thoſe Baby- Eyes 


Thar never ſaw the Giant-World enrag'd, 755 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feaſts, 


Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goſſipping, 
Come, come, for thou ſhalt thruſt thy Hand as deep 


Into the Purſe of rich Proſperity 


As Lewis himſelf; fo; Nobles, ſhail you all, ES 
That knit your Sine vs to the ſtrength of mine. 


Enter Pandulpho. 
And even n there, methinks an Angel ſpake, 
Look where the holy Legate comes apace, 


| To give us Warrant from the Hand of Heay'n, 


And on our Actions ſet the Name of Right 


With holy Breath. 


Pand. Hail, noble Prince - France. | 
The next in this: King Foln hath reconcil'd 


Himſelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
That fo ſtood-out againft the holy Church, 


That great Metropolis and See of Rome: 


Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
Asad tame the Savage Spirit of wild War, 
That like a Lion foſtered up at Hand, 

It may lye gently at the foot of Peace, 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew: 

Lewis. Your Grace ſhall — me, I will not back? 
I am too high-born to be — 8 


To be a ſecondary at Con 3 ol 


; — 14 


of King J onn. 


Or uſeful Serving-man, and Inſtrument 

Jo any Soveraign State throughout the World: 
Your Breath firſt kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaſtis'd Kingdom and my ſelf, 

And brought i in Matter that ſhould feed this Fire: 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out 

With that ſame weak Wind which enkindled it: 
You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with Intereſt to this Land, 

Yea thruſt this ere into my Heart, 

And come ye now to tell me John hath made 

His Peace with Rome? What is * Peace to me? 
I, by the Honour of my Marriage bed, | 
After young Arthur, im chi Land for mine; 5 
And now it is half rs muſt I back, 
| Becauſe that John hath made his Peace with Rome? 
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Am I Rome's Slave? What Peany bath Rame born? 


What en provided? What: — — ſent 
To under- prop this Action! ls t not I. 
That under- go this Charge? Who elle bur I, 

And ſuch as to my Claim are liable, 

Sweat in this Buſineſs, and maintain this War? 

Have I not heard theſe Iflanders ſhout out 

Vive le Roy, as I have bank d their Towns? 

Have I not here the beſt: Cards for the Game 

To win this eaſie Match, laid for a Crown? 

And ſhall I now give ec: the yielded Set? 

No, no; on my Soul it ſhall never be ſaid. 1 
Pand. You look but an the outſide of this Werk. 
Lewis. Outſide or inſide, I will not return, ,, 

Till my Attempt ſo much be glorified, 

As to my ample Hope was promiſed, 


Before I drew this gallant head of War, a 


And cull'd theſe fiery Spirits from the World | 


To out-look Conqueſt, and to win-Renown _ 


Eveuin the Jaws ot Danger, and of Death: Trumpet rods, 
: What lafty Trumpet thus doth ſummon us? - 
Euter Baſt ard. 
1 According to the fair · play of the World, 
bn Audience: Ian Et to fyeak: | 3 
My 


— 


* 
* 
1 
6 \ 
IT 
+ 
N 
A. 
3 
„ 
* 
N 
Y 4 
4 
4 
1 
4 : 
4 
| | i 
4g 
$44 © 
. 
* 4 
. 
14 
4 n 
2 | 
1 
= 
| ; 
f' 
| ? ' 
| A . 
] bk b 
\ 
1 7 1 
= 
þ hd * 


For thus his Royal 


Thinking his Voice an armed 
Shall that victorious Hand be f 


And like an Eagle, o 
* ſbuſe Annoĩance t hat comes near his Neſt; 
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My holy Lord of Milain, from the King 


228 


I come, do oe re do hin 


And as you anſwer, I do know the Scope 4 

And warrant limited unte my Tongue. 
Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 

And will not temporize with my Entreaties: 

He flatly ſays, he'll not lay down his Arms. 
Baſt. By all the Blood that ever Fury breath'd, 
The Youth ſays well. eee King. 

peak in me: 
he ſhould. 


He is prepar'd, Abe nr too 
This api and unmannerly A 


This harneſs d Mask, and unadviſed Revel, 

This unheard Sawcineſs and boyiſh Troops, 
The King doth ſmile at, and is well-prepar d 
To whip this dwarfiſh War, theſe Pigmy Arms 


From out the Circle of his Territories. 


That Hand which had the ſtrength. even at Door; 
To cudgel you, and make you take the 

I 0 dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 

Jo crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, > 
Jo lye like Pawns, lock'd in Cheſts and Trunks; 


To with Swine, to ſeek ſweet out 
In Vaults and Priſons, and to thrill and ſhake 
Even at the crying of our Nation's Crow, 
liſh Man; 
ed here, _- 
Fhat in your Chambers gave you Chaſtiſement? 
No; tne the t Monarch is in Arms, 
o'er his Aiery towr's, 


3 degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You 


oody Nero ng up the Womb 


Of your dear Mother-England, bluſh for name: 


For your own Ladies, and — bulk _ 


Like Amazens, come trippin pping after 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets — 


Tkeir Needles to Lances, and their gentle. Hearts | | 
To fierce and bloody Inclination. 
Leni. Theres end thy Brave, and dun fein Pee; 


- os 


We old our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a Babler. | 
Pad, Give me leave to ſpeak, | # 


Strike up the Drums, and let the T of War 
Plead for our Intereſt, and our 


And fo fhall do 
An eecho with the aer 


And ſend him word by me, which way you go. 


That was 


Are w ice Nh gn ago on au Sands, 
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We grant then OO us; fare thee well: 


No, I will ſpeak. 
2. We will attend to neither: 


Baff. Indeed . 


SCENE U by 
Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert: | 


1 pb temper hapwiin China ihe 
Hub. Badly, I how farcs your Majeſty? N 
K Fobn, This Feaver that hath troubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy en me: oh, my Heart is fick. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


| Mfeffi My Lord, your valiant Kinſman, baue! 


Deſires your Majefty to leave the Field, 


K. John. Tell him, toward Swinfted, to the 
— — 3 
e, 


thre; 


— — 
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This News was brought to Richard ber even now, 
Tha French fight coldly, 7 retire t hemſelves. . 

K. John. Ay me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me weloome this good News. 
Set on toward Swinfted; to my Litter ſtreigt _ 
— ap: me, and I am faint, [Exeumt. 


s ENE . 


| SEES TIL 1 and Bigor... | 
Sal. I did not ink the King: fo ſtor d with Friends, 
Pemb. Up once again; put Spirit in the n 
If they miſcarry, ve miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſ- begotten Devil, Faulcobridge | 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the Day. 
Pan. They ay King Fohn. ore tick; bath leit be Field, | 
Enter Melun wounded. 9 | 


Allan. Lead me to che Revolis.of England 5 
Sal. When we were happy / ive bad cer Nam. 
 Pemdb. tt is the Count Mein WY: 5; Ahe # 
Sal. W ounded to Death. % dan; JO e 
_ -*Melin, Fly, noble Engliſh ed arwbought and fl, 
_ Uiithread the rude: — ot Rebellion??? 
And welcome home _ diſcarded Faith, 
Seek out King John, and fall before his . 
For if the French be Lords of this-Joud Day, 
He means tp fcompence the Pains you take, 
By cutting off your EHleadsz thus hath he fovorn, 
And L with im and many more ed f 
Upon tHe Altar ut St. Edmindibury,” 
Een on that Altar where ut — to you 
Dear Amity, and everlaſting Love; 
Sal. May this be poflivic! May this be true? 
Nelun. Have I not hideous De:th v/ithin my View, 
Retaining but a quantity of lte, 
Wich bleeds away even as a Vorm of Wax 
RNeſolveth from his Figure *painſt the Fire? fl 
What in the World ſhovid make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loie the ule oi all Dectit ?: p 
Why ſhould 1 then be ſalſe, fince it is true has 
IT N ö . / That 


1 — N 


of King. e 231 


That 1 muſt die here, and live hencs, Py Tru 3 
1 ſay again, if Lewis do Win the . „ h 0 
He is forſworn if cer thole Eyes of y urs Sq ig Sn gt 
Behold another Day break in the A 
But even this Night, whole black contagious Breath 
Already ſmeaks about the burning Creſt 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, | 
Even this ill Night, your 12 ſhall ere, 
Paying the Fine of rated Treacher , 
Even with a treacherous Fing of all your. , 
II Lewis, by your aſſiſtance win the Bar. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with. yo your King; * 
The Love of him, and this Reſpeck belides, 
For that my Grandfire was an Englifman, 
Awakes my Conſcience to confeſs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of, the Field; four: 
Where I may think Saf remnant of m That (2 8 
In peace; and my Soul, 3 
With Contemplat 80 2 2 Arn Den 
Sal. We do believe af 3nd beſbrew my wo, po 
| Bur I do love the Favour, and the Form 833 
Of this moſt fair Oxcaſſan, by the Wich 
We will untread the ſteps of Find flight, 
And like a bated and retired Flood. 
Leaving our Rankneſs, and irregular Courſe 


Stoop low within thoſe Bounds we have” 9 e 
And calmly run on in Obedience, 


Even to our Ocean, to our great Rig 9 Jein. 


My Arm fhall give thee help to bear thee OY 
For | do ſee the cruel — of Death 


Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new fight; | 
| And happy Newaeſs that iutends old Right. | [Exeunt, | 


SCENE V. 


Buer Lewis and bis Train. F677 


owls The Sun of Heay'n, methaught, was loth to ſet; E 
Bat ſtaid, and made the Weſtern Welkin bluſh, 


When th Engliſh meaſure backward their own a Ground, 


4. 
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In faint Retire: Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needleſs Shor, 
After fuch bloody Toil, we bid good Night, 
And wound our totrring Colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the Field, and almoſt Lords of it. 
Dir a Meſſerger. 
| Meſſ. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 
Lewis. Here, what News? 
Meſſ. The Count Melun is flain; the Englih Lords 
— Perſwafion ark length fia — 33 
8 , W ou wiſh' 

Are © alt 18 ſunk an —_— Sands. * 


e Who w be that fd 


1 will upon all Haza | 
Thou art my Friend, that know x my Tongue ſo well: 
Who art —4 

Baſt. Who thou wilt; and if thou pleaſe 
Thou may'ſt be-friend me ſo much, as to think - 
I come one * of the — * 


FI 
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Aub. Unkind Remembrance; thou, and endleſs Night; 
Have done me n * — me, 
That any accent m thy e, 
| Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine Ear. 
| Baſt. Come, come; ſans com , what News abroad ? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night, 
To find you out. 
| Baſs. Brief then: and what's the News? 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir, News fitting to the Night, 
155 Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 
Baſt. Shew me the very Wound of this ill News, 
I am ne Woman, III not ſwoon at it. 
Hub. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a Monk, 
I left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke our 
To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might 
The better arm you te the ſudden 1 
Than if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it? Who did taſte to bim? 
Hub. A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved Villain, 
Whoſe Bowel: ſuddenly burſt out; the King 
Vet ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
Baſt. Who didſt thbu leave to tend his Majeſty? 
Hab. Why, know you not? The Lords are all come back, 
Aad brought Prince Henry in their Company, | 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty, 
Baſt. With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heav'i n, 
And tempt us not to bear above our Power. 
Fl! tell thee, Hubert. half my Power this Ni 
| Paſſing theſe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 
Theſe Lincoln-Waſhes have deyoured ms 
My felt, well mounted, have eſcap'd. 


Away before: ConduQ me to the Ki 


I doubt he will be dead, or Cer I come, (Dis, 
SCENE vnn. 
men Salisbury and Bigp*. 
| . It is too late, the Life of all his Blood 
SOR 


— 4 ' os - - @ FE 
* 
K. 6 nog! d 


234 The Life and Death 


Which ome & poſe the Soul's frail dwelling Houſe, 
Doth, by he ile Comments that it makes, 
Foretel ye ending ef Mortality. 
Euter Pembroke. 
Pemb. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief, | 


Thi being brought into the open Air, 


It would allay the burning quality 
Of dat fell Poiſon which aſlailerh him. 
Heury. Let him be brought into a the Orchard here; 3 
Doth he ſtill rage? 
Pemb. He is more patient 
Than when you left him; -yen now he fung. 


Hey. Oh yanity of Sickneſs! fierce Extreams 


In their continuance will not fell themſelves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward Parts 
Leaves hem invi ble, and his Siege is now 
Againſt the Mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many Legions of ſtrange Fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 


Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that Death ſhould fing; 
I am the Cygnet to this pale faint Swan; _ | 
Who chaunts a doleful Hymn to hjs own Death, 


And from the Organ- in of Frailty fings 


His Soul and Body to their laſting Reſt. 


Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are born 
To ſet a Form upon that indigeſt 
Which he bath. left fo ſharelef; and fo rude. 

King John brought in. 
X. Fohn. I marry now my Soul hath Elbow-room, 
It would not out at Windows, nor at Doors, | 


There is ſo hot a Summer in my Boſom, 


That all my Bowels:crumble up to Duſt : 


1 am a ſcribled Form drawn with a Pen, 


Upon a Parchment, and againſt this Fire 
Do I ſhrink up. 


Henry. How fares-your Majeſty ? 
E. Fohn, Poiſoi'd, ill Fare: Dead, forſook, caſt off, 


And none of you will bid the Winter come 

Jo thruſt his ley Fingers in my Maw; . - 

Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers 72 their courſe, of 
Through my burn d Boſom: Nor intreat the North 
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To make his bleak Winds kiſs my parched Lips. 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you mach. 
beg cold Comfort; and you are ſo ftraight 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Henry. Oli that there were ſome Virtue in in wy Texrs, 
That might relieve you. 

K. Fohn. The Salt of them is hot. 

Within me is a Hell, and there the Poiſon 

Is, as a Fiend, confin'd to $yrannize, 

Or unrepreevable condemned Blood: 
x Enter Baſtard. = 

Baſt Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent Motion 

And Spleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. 

EX. Jon. Oh Couſin thou art come to ſet mine Eye: 
The tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, 

And turned to one Thread, one little Hair: 

My Heart hath one poor String to ſtay it by, 

Which holds but till thy News be uttered, | 

And then all this thou Cel. is but a Cod, 

And module of (9-09 2. 

Baſt. The Dauphin is ng hitherward, 
Were Heav'n he knows how 58 cal anſwer him. 
Tor in a Night the beſt Part of my . 

As I upon advantage did remove, 


Were in the Waſhes all, unwarily, | 
Devoured by. the unexpected Flood. [The King 2 
Sal. You breath theſe dead News in as dead an Ear: 

My Liege, my Lord; but now a King, now thus. 
Henry. Even fo mult I run on, and even fo ſtop. 

What ſurety of the World, what hope, what tay, - 

When this was now a King, and now is Clay? 

Baß. Art thou gone 10? | do but ſtay behind 

| To doe the Office for thee, of Revenge, 

And then my Soul ſhall wait on thee to Heay'n, 

As it on Earth hath been thy Servant till. Ip 

Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres; | 


Where be your Powers? Shew now your mended Faiths, 05 


And inſtantly return with me again, T8 > 
To puſh Deſtruction, and perpetual Shame | 
Out of the weak Door of our rrutesn welt LEAR bode 
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If you think meet, this Ane will poſt, 
To conſummate this — bappily. 
Baſt. Let it be ſo and you, m 14 1 
ſpar d, 


With other Princes that may beſt 

Shall wait upon your Father's Funeral. ' 
Henry. At Wire malt hs Body be ue. 

For ſo he willd it. 

_ Baſt, Thither ſhall it then, 

And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 

The lineal State, and glory of the Land, 

To whom with all Submiſſion on my Knee, 3 55 

I ds bequeath my faithful Services, 5 

And true Sab n everlaſtingly. * 

3 3 n „ 

o re out a Spot for evermore. 

Hie. 1 have # had Soo! hat would give you Thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with Tears. 

Ba. r 

Since it fore-hand with our Grie fa 
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John of Gaunt, Duke of Unkles 10 the King; 
Lancaſter, 


Bullingbroke, Son to John of Gaunt, afterwards King Henry 


the Fourth. 
Aumerle, Son to the Duke of York. 


Mowbray, Duke of — 9 
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__ Green, 
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Sir Ste joy wot 


SIT Hin to Xing Richrd, | 
Fitz water, 


Surry, 8 8 Lords i m * Parliament, 
Abbot of Weſtminſter, | 


Sir Picrce of Exton. .. 


Queen to King Richard. 
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King / Richard II. 


T 


Euer King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other 


Nobles "ao Attendants. 
KING. RICHARD. 


Lanca 


Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold 
Son, 


A 
Which Ys our Leiſure mod not let us hear, 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
_ Gamit, I have, my Liege. 
K. Rich. Tell me moreoyer, haſt thou founded him; 


* 


ob 7on fag Gaunt, time =} 
nad thou, according to thy Oath and 
Bond, 


Here to make good the boiſterous lat Wy 


- ꝗZ—ꝛ—ä—ö4—— —— *% — 


San. S 

On ſome apparent ſeen in him | 

Aim'd at your „ no inveterate | 
K. Rich. Fm tes 18 hr Preis: Face to Face, 

p Brow to _ I 


No Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well; for what 1 ſpeak, 
My Body ſhall make good upon this Earth, 

Or my divine Soul anſwer it in Heav'n. 

Thou art a Traitor and a Miſcreant; 

Too good to be fo, and too bad to live. 

Since the more fair and is the Sky, 

The uglier ſeem the Clouds that in it fly; 
Once more, the more to aggrave the Note, 

With aifoul Traitor's Name ſtuff I thy Throat, | 
| 3 ſo yu my wats ere 1 move, 
t my Tongue ſpeaks, my right drawnSword may prove. 

 Mowb, W 

is 


| 

1 at | 
1 — IR Ran de the Record to my Speech, 
, 1 10 the Devotions of a Subject's -.--- Ry 

jþ Tendring the Safety of my Prince, 

þ And free rofl prone miſ-begotten Hate, 

Y Come | Appealant to this Princely Preſence. 

f 
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Tis 


Even to the frozen Ridpes of 
Where- ever 


Mean — defend ms -x ll 
By all my moſt falſly doth 


If I be Traitor, or unjuſtly fight, | 
K. Rich. What doth our Coun ly to . Charge = 
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Tis not the Trial of a Woman's War, 
The bitter Clamour of too eager Tongues, 


Can arbitrate this Cauſe betwoixt us twain; 


The Blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 

Yet can I not of ſuch tame Patience boaſt, 

As to be huſht; and nought at all to fay. 

Firſt the fair Reverence of your Highneſs curbs me, 


From ;ving Keins and Spurs to my free Speech, 
; Which elſe would poſt, until it had —7 


Theſe Terms of Treaſon doubly down his Throat. 
aſide bis high Blood's Royalty, 

And let him be no Kinſman to my Liege, 

I do deſie him, and 1 ſpit at him, 

Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villain; N 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 

And meet him, were I tyd to run afoot 


of the Alps, 
Or any other Ground inhabitable, 


Eoglifhman durſt ſer his Foot; 


Bulling, Pa DO eee tes 1hrow my Gage 
here the Kindred of a King. 

And lay aſide my high Blood's Royalty, 
Which Fear, not Reverence, makes thee to except; | 

If guilty Dread hath left thee ſo much 

\ to he ISS 

By that, and all the Rights of 
Will I make rr 
What have ] ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. 
Mows6. LOR that Sword I ſwear, 
Which gen — Ag my Knig on my Shoulder, 
Il anſwer in any fair Degree, E e 
Or Chivalrous defign of kaightly Trial; 

And when I mount, alive I not light, 


It muſt be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a Thought of Ill in bim. 


Bulling. Look what 1 faid, x bas tall prove i it true, 
Vor. III. L That 
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That Mowbray hath receiy'd eight thouſand Nobles, 
In name of Lendings for your Highneſs Soldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd * 
Like a falſe Traitor and injurious Villain | 
Beſides, I ſay, and will in Battel prove | 

Or here, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt Verge 

That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh Eye; 

That all the Treaſon for thats eighteen Years, 

Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt Head and nao 

Further 1 fay, and further will maintain 

Upon his bad hare to make all this gond, 

That he did plot the Duke of Glouceſter s Death, 

Suggeſt his ſoon believing Adverſaries, | 
And AT conſequently, like a Traitor Coward, 
| Sluc'd out his innocent Soul through Streams of Blood; 
Which Blood, like facrificing Abels, cries, 
Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 
| To me for Juſtice, and rough Chaſtiſement; 
And by the glorious worth of my Deſcent, 

This Arm ſhall do it, or this Lite be ſpent. 
K. Rich. How high a pitch his Reſolution ſoars, 
Thomas of Norfolk, what ſay'ſt thou to this? 
Mob. O let my Soyeraign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this Slander of his Blood, 

How God and good Men hate ſo foul a Liar. 
EK. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our Eyes and Ears, 

Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdom's Heir, 

As he is but my Father's Brother's Son; 8 ab 
Now by my Scepter's awe, I make a Vow, 

Such neighbour- nearneſs to our ſacred Blood, 

Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
Tube unſtooping Firmneſs of my upright Soul. 
He is our Subject. Mowbray, ſo art thou, 
Free Speech and fearleſs I to thee allow. 11 
Mons. Then, Bullmgbroke, as low as to thy Heart, 
Through the falſe Paſſage of thy Throat. how lie! -* 
Three parts ann 1 


„ 


= — 


as I 


s PEE 1 2 
BI, . 


„ 


i i 
[x 

i 
45 =. 


ow vo. gOO0OwHtH wm "3, = PS PF TP . on es os Ns 


| * 


Ds. 


of King RICHARD I. 243 


Disburſt 1 to his Higneſs Soldiers; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, _ by 

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my Debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear Account, . 

Since laſt I went to France to fetch his Queen: | 
Now ſwallow down that Lie. For Gloxceſter's Death, 
I ſlew him not, but to mine own Diſgrace, 
Neglected my ſworn Duty in that Caſe. 

For you, my noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The honourable Father to my Foe, 

Once 1 did lay an Ambuſh for your Life, 

A Treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved Soul; 

But ere I laft receiv'd the Sacrament, 

I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 

Your Grace's Pardon; and I hope I had i 


This is my Fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 


It iſſues from the Rancor of a Villain; 

A Recreant and moſt degenerate Traitor, 

Which in my ſelf I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle down my Gage 

Upon this overweening Traitor's Foot, 

To prove my ſelf a loyal Gentleman, - 

Even in the beſt Blood chamber'd in his Boſom. 

In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 

Your Highneſs to aſſign our Trial- Day. | 
K. Rich. Wrath kiadled Gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 

Let's purge this Choler without letting Blood: 

This we preſcribe, de Phyſician. 

Deep Malice makes too deep Inciſion. 

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Our Doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed. 

Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, © 

We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 
Gaunt. To be a Make-peace ſhall become my Age; 

Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfoll's Gage. = 
R. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt, When Harry, when? Obedience bids, _ 

Obedience bids, I ould not bid again. 
R. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no boot. 
Mow6, My ſelf I throw, _ Soveraign, at thy Foot, 
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My Life thou ſhalt command, but Hot my Shame, 
The one my Duty owes; but my fair Name, 

Deſpight of Death that lives upon my Grave, 

To Hark Diſhonours uſe, thou ſhalt not have, 

1 am diſgrach d. impeach'd, and baffled here, 

Pierc'd to the Soul, with Slanders venom'd Spear. 

The which no Blame can cure, but his Heart Blood 
Which breath'd this Poiſon. 

EK. Rich, Rage muſt be withſtood: 
Give me his Gage: Lions make Leopards tame. | 

ans To not change his Spo e my Shame; 

And 1 Ga dear, dear Lo | 

En 

s ſpot tation; that away, 

Men : are but Loam, or — = 

A Jewel in a ten-times barr'd t Cheſt, 

Is 2 bold Spirit in a Loyal B | 

Mine Honour is my Life; „ 


Then, dear my Liege, mine Honour let me try, 
| In that „ Ary bot 

EK Rich. Couſin, throw down your Gage; do you begin. 
Bulling. Oh Heav'n defend my Soul from fach K Foul fn 
| Shall 1 icem Creſt· fal n in my ther's 8 

Or with pale d Prar in 4 1 4 

Beiore this out-dar d Baſtard? Ere my Tongu 

Shall wound my Honour with fuch Keble W. Wrong: 

Or ſound ſo baſe a Parle, my Teeth ſhall tear 

The {laviſh Motive of recanting Fear, | 
And ſpit it bleeding in his high Diſgrace, 

Where Shame doth harbour, even in  Mowbray's Face. 
4 [Ex 8 Gaunt, 
K. Rich. We were not born to ſue, but to command, 

Which ſince we cannot do to make you Friends, 
Be — as your Lives ſhall anſwer it, apy 
At , upon Saint Lamberr's Day; 
There l your Swords and Lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling Difference of your ſettled Hate: 

Since ve cannot atrone you, you ſhall ſte 

Juffice. decide the Vitor's ry. 
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Lord Marſhal, command our Officers at Arms, 
* [Exon 


' SCENE II. 
Enter Gaunt aud Datz, of Glouceſter. 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gio ers Blobd, 


Doth more ſollicit me than your Exclaims, 


To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his Life. 
But fince Correftian lyeth in thaſe Hands 
Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our to the Will of Heavy a; 
Who when they ſee the Hours ripe on Farth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders Heads. | 
Dutch, Finds Brotherhood in thee no ſharper Spur 
Hath Love in thy eld Blood no Fire? 
Edward's ſeven Sens, whereof thy ſelf art one, 
Were as ſeven Vials of his lacred Blood; 
Or ſeven fair Branches ſpri pringing ng from one Root: 
Some of thoſe ſeven are di d by Nature's Courſe; 
Some of thoſk — ont. n 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Life, my Gl; 
One Vial fall of Re en Blood, 
One f e 
Is crack d, and all the precious 
backt down, and hs Summer [ 
By Envy's Hand, and Murder's Bloody 


_— 


| Ah Cadel his Blood, wa thine that Bed, that 3 


That Mettle, that ſelf-Mould that faſhion'd thee, 

Made him a Man; and thou liv'ft and breach M. 

Yet art thaw dais is bims doſt conſent t 

In ſome large Meaſure to 1 thy ba Death; 

In that thoy ſoeſt « Brother die, 

Who was the Model of thy Father's Life. 

Call it not Patience, Gau, it is Deſpair ; 

In ff thus thy Brother te be ſlaughter'd, 

Thou ſhe w ſt the naked Pathway to thy Life, 

Teaching ſtern Murther how to Nabe thee. 

That which in mean Men, we entitle — 

rr n 
L 3 | What 
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What ſhall I ay? to ſafeguard thine own Life, 
The beſt way i to venge my Gloſter's Death. 

Gaunt. Heay'n's is the Quarrel; for Heav'n's Subſtitute, 

Mis Deputy anointed in By Sight i | 
Hath caus'd his Death; the which if wrongfully 
Let Heav'n revenge, for 1 may never lift 
An angry Arm againſt his Miniſter. 

Dutch. Where then, alas, may I complain my ſelf? 
Gaunt. To Heav'n, the Widow's Champion and Defence 
Datch. Why then 1 will: Farewel, old Gaunt, 
Thou go'ſt to Coventry, there to behold a 
Our Couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 
O fit my Husband's Wrongs on Hereford's Spear, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbray's Breaſt: 

Or i Mis fortune miſs the firſt Career, 

Be Mowbray's Sins ſo heavy in his Boſom, Fo 
That they may break his foaming Courſer's inch, © 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Caytiff recreant to my Couſin Hereford. 
Farewel, old Game; thy ſometimes Brother's Wile 

With her Companion Grief, muſt end her Life. l 
Sau. Siſter, farewel; I muſt to Coventry. . 
As much Good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 

Dwtch.Yetone word more; Grief boundetb whereitfa 

Not with the empty hollowne$s, but weight: 2 
I take my Leave, before | have begun; | | 

For Sorrow ends not, when it ſcemeth done. 

Commend me to my Brother, Edward York. 

Lo, this is all; na yet depart not W 

Though this be l. do not ſo quickly go: 

I ſhall remember more. Bid bim oh, wha 

With all good Speed at Plaſbie viſit me. 

| Alack, and what ſhould good old York there fee 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurniſh'd Walls, 

Us-proglea Offices, untrodden Stones? 

And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans? 

| Therefore commend me, let him not come there 

To ſeek out Sorrow that dwells ever where; 

Deſolate, deſolate will I hence, and md dhe; „ . 

5 Leave * ; takes wy weeping u. Trp 
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Enter Marſhal and Aumerle., 
Mas:-My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm d? 
Aum. Yea, at all Points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk. ſprightfully and bold, 

Stays but the Summoas of the Appealant's Trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepar'd, and flay 

For nothing but his Majeſty's Approach. TElouriſh 

Enter King Richard, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Green, and 
others; then Mowbray in Armour, and an Herald. 
K. Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder Champion 

The Cauſe of his Arrival here in Arms; 

Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed _. 

To ſwear him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe. 3 

Mar. In God's Name and the King's, ſay who thou art? 
GS | Ly [To Mowb, 

And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in arms! 

Againſt what Man thou com'ſt, and what's thy Quarrel; 

Speak truly on thy Knighthood, and thine Oath, 

404 f defend thes Heaven, and thy Valour. 
Mowb. My Name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 

Who hither come, e by my Cath, 1 5 

Which Heav'n defend a Knight ſhould violate, 

Both to defend my Loyalty and Truth, _ 

To God, my King, and his ſacceeding Iſſue, 

Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 

And by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm, 

To prove him, in defending of my ſelf, 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me Heap n. 6 
A Tucket ſounds, Enter Bullingbroke, and an Herald 
K. Rich. Marſhal, ask yonder Kaight in Arms, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, | 

Thus placed in Habiliments of War: 

And formally according to our Law 

Depoſe him in the ſuſſice of his Cauſe. ee Yg 

bither 


Mar. What is thy Name and wherefore com'ſt thou 
before King Richard, in his Roval Liſts? © [To Bulling, | 
| a 3 -=- 
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Againſt whom com'ſt thou? And what's thy Quarrel? | 
, hs f * IS Das, 
Bulling of Hereſor 
Am J. who ready here do Rand in Arms, | 
To prove, by Heav'n's Grace, and - *—— "war 
In Liſts on Thomas Mowbray Duke 
That he's rn 
To Ged of Heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 
And as I truly fight, defend me Heay'n. 
= 3 no Perſon be fo bold, 


hardy, as to touch the Liſts, 
| — Marſhal, and ſuch Officers 
Appointed to dre theſs fair 


 Bulling. Lord Marſhal, let me ki my Sorereign's Hand, 
And bow my Knee before his Majeſty: 
Baer rrp, pu {Fog 
That vow a v mage 
W ee | 
And eee Highneſs, 

Mar. Appealant in $ * | 

en tn K. Rick 

And craves ; to kiſs Hand; and take his leave. i 
K. Eich. We deſcend and fold him in our Arms, h 
Couſin of Hereford, as thy Cauſe is juſt, | 
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight; 
Farewel, my Blood, which . 
Lament we may, but not 
10 — Wet 

For me, if 1 with NM 8 
As confident, as is the Fauleon's flight 
Againſt a Bird, do I with Mowbray fight, 

loving Lord, ak wy HW you, 
N my noble Couſin, Lord Aumerle; 
Not ſick, though 1 have to do with Death, 
But luſty, young, and chearly ve bx, Breath. 
Lo, as at Engliſh Feaſts, 1 1 
Ihe daintieſt laſt, to 4 Geert 
Ot thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, F 
Whoſe youthful 
D N 


it in me regenerate, | e 
Vigour lift me up 


\®. wt 
a : 


Caſt off his Chains of 

| His Golden uncontroul'd En 

Z More than my 
This feaſt of 


Vite win Valows 8 


| | | And ares bn 0 fegen the 
e pun be fund ls ad vc, 
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To reach at Victory above my Head, 

Add proof unto — thy Prayers; 
And with thy Rleflings ſteel my Lance's Point, 
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That it may enter Mowbray's Waren Coat, 


And furniſh new. the Name of Foby 4 Gm 

Even in the luſty-haviour of his Son. 
Gann. Hear'n in thy good Cauſe make thee proſperous 

Be ſwift like Lightning in the Execution, | 

And let thy Blows, doubly. redoubled, 

n 

Of thy amaz d pernicious: 1 

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, e valiant, and live; 

| Bulling, Mine Innocence, and St. George to chrive. | 
Mowb, However Heav'n or Fortune caſt my Lo 

There lives, or dies, „ eee 

A loyal, juſt and upright Gentleman: g 

Never did Ca with a freer Heart N 


— | 
with mine Adverſary 


Maſt mi Liege, and m 
—— 3 
As gentle, and as jocund, as to jeſt, 
co ht: Truth bath a quiet Breaſt. 
- Farewel, my vp horney hl 


Order the Trial, Marſhal, and 


A Traitor to his God, 


2 Her, Here ſtandeth 


_ — 
- — FUE ** — n 1 ” — 
—— * 4 —— — — ̃ u—̊[ͤĩ¶¶ — «* oy —— 
— 
8 4 = \ = 
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— * - - — — — — — — 


250 


Shall not 
Zut tread the ſtranger Paths o Baniſhrn 


That Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me; 
And thoſe his golden — to you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my Baniſhment. 

- K. Rich, Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier Doom; 
| Which 1 with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce. 


And all unlook'd for from your 2 nd: 


Te Life and Death 
Both to defend himſelf, and to — (a —F 


Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, 
To God, oor and 9 hm dilly: 


| Couragiouſly, and with a free Deſire, 


Attencing but the Signal to begin. [4 Charge ſrunded. 
Mar. Sound Trumpets, 1 ſet forward Combatants. 


Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down. 


X. Rich, Let them lay bytheir Helmets, and their Spears, 
And both return back to their Chairs again: 


Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found, _ 


Wann | 
phy ee n 
Draw near, and liſt . 
What with our Council we have done. 


For that our Kingdom's Earth ſhould not be ſoild 


With that dear Blood which it hath foſtered, 
And for our Eyes do hate the dire aſpe& 


Of civil Wounds plough'd up with Neighbours Swords, 


Which ſo rouz'd up with boiſteruous untun'd Drums, 


Wich harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating ſhock of wrathful Iron Arms. 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 


And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: 


| Therefore, we baniſh you our Territories. 
You Couiin Hereford, upon pain of Death, 


Till twice five Summers have 8 our Fields, 
our fai 5 


Balling. Your Will be done: This muſt my iy" Comfort be 


The ſly flow Hours ſhall not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile: 


The hopeleſs Word, of never to return 


Breathe I againſt thee, — wy 5 
Mowb. A heavy Sentence, my moſt Soveraign Liege, 
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A dearer Merit, not ſo deep a Maim. | 
As to be caſt forth in the common Air, 
Have I deſerved at your Highneſs Hands. a 
The Language I have learn d theſe forty Years, 7 
My native Ezgliſh, now 1 muſt forgo, . 
And now my Tongue uſe is to me no more, 
| Than an unſtringed Viol. or a Harp, _ 
| Or like a cunning Iaſtrument cas d up, 
BY Or being open, put into his Hands | 
That knows no — to tune the Harmony. 
Within my Mouth you have engoald my Ton 
1 Doubly isd with my Teeth and Lips; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 
| Is made my Goaler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a Nurſe, __ 
Too far in Yegrs to be a Pupil pow: _ 
| What is thy Sentence then, but PU Death, 
Which robs my Ton from breathing native "TP 
EK. Rich, It boots not to be compaſſionate; 
| After our Sentence, planing comes too late. 
 Mowb, Then thus I turn me from my Country s Light, 
To dwell in ſolemn Shades of endleſs Night. 8 
. Rich. Return again, and take a Oath with ye. 
Lay on our Royal Sword your baniſh'd Hands; _. 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heay n. , 
(Our part therein we baniſh with, your ſelves,) 
Lo keep the Oath that we 
You never ſhall, ſo help you Truth, and Heav's, 
be, Embrace each others Love in Baniſnment, 
| Nor ever look upon each athers Face, ; | 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile — 
This low ring Tempeſt of your home · bred Fate, IS 
T Nor ever by adviſed purpole meet, 8 2 NP 
; To plot, contrive, or complot any Il. 
Gainſt us, our State, our e or our Land, 
Bullmg. I (wear. 
Mom. And I, to keep all this. 
Bulling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine e Enemy, 
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Baniſh'd this frail Sepulchre of our Fleſh, 
As now our Fleſh is banifh'd from this Land. 
Confeſs thy Treaſons, ere thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
The clogging Burthen of a guilty Soul. 
Mowb, No Ak ever 1 were Traitor, 
My Name be blotted from the Book of Life, 
And I from Heay'n baniſh'd as from hence; | 
But what thou art, a aw anti do now} 
And all too ſoon, 1 fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewel, my now no way can I ſtray, 5 8 
Save back 22 all the World's my way. [xi 
XK. Nich. Uncle, cre in the Glaſſes of IgE 
I ſee thy grieved Heart; th {ad Aſpect. 
Hath from the Number of his baniſh'd Years 
Pluck d four away; fix frozen Winters ſpent, 
Return with welcome home from Baniſhment. 
| „ * 
Tad ind W ' fuch is the Breath of 
Saum. I think my Li —— 
He ſhortens four Years s Exile: 
But little Vantage ſhall I reap — ; 
For ere the fix ears that be hath to ſpend, PF 
Can change the Moons, and bring their times about. 
My Oyl-dry'd Lamp, 
e 
My inch of Taper will 
And blindfold Death not 
EK. Rich, Why Uncle? 
Saum. But not a Minute, 
Shorten my Days thou canſt 
And pluck Nights from me, 
Thou canſt h p Time to furrow me with Age, 
Bur ſtop no Wrinkle in his Pilgrimage: 
Thy Word is currant with him, for my Death; 
But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my Breath. 
K. Rich. r , 
Wherero thy Teagan party-verdit gave 


Why at our Jultice een n thou then to lowr? 


of we 


Gaza, 


e. 


But you gave leave to my unwilling To 


When the 
To m—_— thy. 


By bare i | 
or — — in December Snow 
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Game. Things ſweet to taſte, in digeſtion ſover : 
You urg d me as a Judge, but 1 had rather 


Fou would have bid me argue like a Father. 


Alas, I look d when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
was too ſtrict to make mine own away: 


Againſt my Will, to do my ſelf this Wrong.” 
K. Rich, Couſin, farewel; and, Uncle, bid him ſo: 


| Six Years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. [Exiz. 


Au. — what Preſence mut not know, 


Prom when nes ores BR * 14 


no leave take I, for I will ride 
as for es Cant ie — 


Gau. Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou board thy Words; 
That thou return ſt no i — * 
=» take my leave of you, 


ulling. 1 have too few to 


's Office 


Gaunt. What i is for Wigs? 3? hey rc 
Bulli Lf makes 0 


ing. To Men in 
Gaunt. un a Trat 


— 3 
Gaunt. — — 


| Eſteem a Soil, wherein thou art to ſet 


By thinking on tantaſtick Summer's Heat? 
Oh no, the apprehenſion of the 


Gives but the feeling to the worſe; 


| Fell Sorrow's Tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when ix bizes, but lanceth not the Sore, 


— — — 


, Gaunt) | 


And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
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Saut. Come, come, my Son, Tl bring thee on thy way ; 
Had I thy Youth, and Cauſe, I would not ſtay. 

Bulling. Then England's Ground farewel ; ſweet Soil adieu, 
My Mother and my Nurſe, which bears me yer: | - 
Where-ec'er I wander, boaſt of this I can, 4 5 | 
Though baniſh'd, yet 2 true-born- Engliſhman. « Exennt, 


8 GENE IV. 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Green, and Bagot: 
K. Rich. We did _ find Aumerle, ; 
How far brought igh Her on his wa | 
_— Taugt high Hereford . 
But to the next High-way, and there I left him. 
EX. Rich. And ſay, what ſtore of parting Tears were ſhed? 
Au. Faith none by me; except the North-Eaft A 
| Which then blew bitterly againſt our Face, 
 Awak'd the fleepy Rheume, and ſo by chance | 
Did grace our hollow parting with a Tear. 
EX. Rich. What ſaid our Couſin when you pa reed with him? 
—_- N and for my Heart diſexined ar oy 


„ tha eaught me craft 
To counterfeit on of ſuch Grief, 
That ny ng ied in my —_— Grave. 
Marry, would the word Farewe _— 
And added Vears to his ſhort Baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a Volume of Farewels ; 
But fince it would not, he had cato-ofons. : EEO 

K. Rich. He is our Couſin, Couſin; but tis doubt, 
When time ſhall call him home from Baniſhment, 
Whether our Kinſman come to ſee his Friends, 
Our ſelf, and Buſby, Bagot here and Green 
Obſerv d his Courtſhip to the common People: 
How he did ſeem dive into their — 
Wich humble, and familiar Courteſie, | 
What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves; 
Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craſt of * 


As '\were to baniſh their Affects with him. 


- 
* 
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Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God bim well, 

And had the Tr ibute of his ſupple Knee, 
With Thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends; 
As were our England in Reverſion his, 

And he our Subjects next ee in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go theſe Thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, _ ſtand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage m made, my Li 

Ere further — yield the further 8 
For their Advantage, and your Highneſs loſs, 

R. Rich. We will our ſelf in Perſon to this War; 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal , are grown ſomewhat light, | 
we are inforc'd to farm our Royal Realm 
The Revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our Affairs in hand; if they come ſhort, 

Our Subſtitutes at home ſhall have blank Charters: 

| Whereto, when they ſhall know what Men are rich, 

They ſhall ſubſcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 

And ſend them after to ſupply our Wants: 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 
Enter Buſhy. 
K.Rich. who Ve | eck . 
Old of Gaunt is my Lord, 
Sudden taken, and hath ſent Gy Þ 5 - 
To intreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 
K.Rich. Where lyes he? 
_ At Ely-houſe. 
Rich, Now put it, Heav' n, in his Phyſician's Mind; 
To 1 bim to his Grave immediately: 
The lining of his Coffers ſhall make Coats 
To deck our Soldiers for theſe Iriſh Wars. 
Come, Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
Fray n we 2 haſte, and come too late 


ku 
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4 


das it be new, there's no 


ACT U. SCENE I 
9 Enter Gaunt fick, with the Duke of York. 
| Gare, Wr the King come, that 1 may breath 


In wholeſom to his unſtaid Youth? 
| York. Vex not your ſelf, nor ſtrive not with your 
For all in vain comes Counſel to his Ear... 
Sau. Oh but, they ſay, the Tongues of dying Men 
Inforce Attention like deep Harmony: 5 
Where Words are ſcarce, they are ſe ſpent in rain, 
For they breath Truth, that breath their Words in pain. 
He that no more muſt fay, is liſten d more, 85 
Than they whom Youth and Eaſe have taught to gloſe; 
More are Mens Ends markt than their Lives before, 
The ſetting Sun, and Muſick in the cloſes 
As the laſt taſte of Sweets, is ſweeteſt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paſt; 
Though Richard my Life's Counſel would not bear, 
My Death's ſad Tale may yet undeaf bis Ear. 

York. No, it is ſtopt with other flatt ring Sounds, 
As praiſes of his State; then there are found 
Laſſivious Meeters, to whoſe venom found 
The open Ears of Youth doth-alvways liſteo, 
Report of Faſhions in proud Italy, 
Whoſe Manners ſtill our tardy apiſh Nation 
Limps after in baſe Imitation. | 
Where doth the World thruſt forth a Vanicy, 
how vile, 
That is not quickly bu d into their Ears? 
That all too late comes Counſel to be heard, 
Where Will doth mutiny with Wits r $ 
Direct not him, whole way himſelf will chuſe, £1 
is Breath thou lack ſt, and that Breath wilt thou loſe; 
Saut. Methinks I am a Prophet new. inſpu'd, 
And thus expiring, do foretel of him 
Eis raſh fierce Blaze of Riot cannot laſt; - 
For violent Fires ſoon burn out themſelyes. 


% 


Small 
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Small Showers laſt long, but ſudden Storms are ſhort; 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes ; 
With eager feeding, fool d doth choke the Feeder; 
Ly — — * 
Conſu means, $ upon it | 
This Roy Throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd Iſle 


This Earth of Majefty, - =" hgh 
This other Eden, ite by Nee 


Which ſerves it in the 
Rn EE happier Lands, 
Again En 85 
This bleſſed Plot, this Earth, thi m, thi 


| Of the World's Kanſom, blefled 1. — 
This E 


I; now Leas d out, 1 7. IN 
= to a Tenement or 


With Ink Blots, and rotten Parchment —— 
That land that was wont to 


Hath made a ſhameful ueſt of it ſelf. 

Ah! would the Scandal vaniſh with my Life, 

How happy yah oro Death! 

: Enter King Richard, Deen, Aumerie, Buſhy, Green, Bagot; 
Be Roſs, and Willoughby. 1 
| Tork. The King is come, deal mildiy with his Youthz ; 
For young hot Colts, being rag'd, 1 more. 

5 Hm How fares our noble Uncle, Lancaſter ?! 

an || 2 — Man? — 
aun 
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Sau. Oh how that Name befits my Compolition! 
Old Gaunt indeed. and gaunt in being old: — 
Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Fat. 

And who abſtains from Meat, that is not gaunt;z. 

For ſleeping England long time have I wacht, 

Watching breeds Leaneſs, Ltaneſs is all gaunt;. 

The Pleaſure that fome Fathers feed upori, 

Is my ſtrict Faſt, I mean my Childgetis Looks,” -- 


And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt; 


Gaunt am I for the Grave, gaunt à 4 Grave, 
| Whoſe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 
K. Rich. Can ſick Men play-ſo nicely with their Names? 
Gaunt. No, Miſery makes Sport to mock it (elf: 
Since thou doſt ſeek to kill my Name in me, 
I mock my Name, great King, to flatter thee. 
EK. Rich, Should dying Men flatter thoſe that live? 
Gaunt. No, no, Men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K Rich, Thou now a dying, fay'it thou flatter'ſt me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dy ſt, though I the ſicker be. 
K. Rich. I am in h, I breathe, 1 ſee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I ſee thee ill: 
Ill in my ſelf to ſee, and in thee ſeeing ill, 
Thy Death-bed is no leſſer than the Land, 
Wherein thou lieſt in Reputation fick; 
And thou, too careleſs Patient as thou art, 
_ Committ'ſt thy anointed Body to the cure 
Of thoſe Phyſicians that firſt wounded thee: 
A Rm Flatterers 5 a Cows, 
Whoſe compaſs is no bigger thy Hand, 
And yet ingaged in ſo ſmall a Ver «4 
The waſte is no whit lefler than thy Land. 
Oh had thy Grandſire with a Prophet's Eye, 
Seen how his Son's Son ſhould deſtroy his Sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy Shame, 
Depoſing thee before thou wert poſſeſt, 
| Which art poſſeſt now to depoſe thy ſelf. 
Why, Coutin, wert thou Regent of the World, 
It were a ſhame to let this Land by Leaſe: 
But for thy World enjoying but this Land, 
Is it not more than Shame, to ſhame it ſo? 


Landlord 
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Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 
Thy ſtate of law, i is bondflave to the Law, 
And — 

EK. Rich. And than, 2 Lunatick lean · witted Fool | 

Preſuming on an Agues e, | 

Dar'ſt = thy 8 Ae en 8; 

Make our. 0 co 

With — from his Native Reſidence: | 

Now by my Seat's right Royal Majeſty 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward's Son, 

This Tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy Head, | 
Should run thy Head from thy — Shoulders © | 

Gaunt. Oh ſpare me not, my Brother Blends oa, 7 

For that I was his Father Edward's Son: 

That Blood already, like the Pelican, 

Thou haſt rape our, and drunkenly carows'd.. 

My Brother Gloſter, plain well meaning Soul. | 
Whom fair befal in Heav'n mongſt happy Souls, 
May be a Preſident and Witneſs good, 

That thou reſpect ſt not ſpi Edward's Blood ; Ji 

Join with the preſent Sickneſs that I have, 
And thy Unkindneſs be like crooked Age, 
To crop at once a too long wither d — YN 
Live in thy Shame, but dye not ſhame with thee, 

Theſe 4 hereafter hy Tormentors be. 

Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave: . 
Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. [ Exis. 

K. Rah And let them die, that Age and Sullens have; 

For both haſt thou, and both become the Grave. 

| York, I do beſeech your Majeſty i _—_ his Words 

To wayward Geldinel,, and * | 

He 4p you on my Life, and holds you dear 

As Harry Duke of 4, were he here. 

K. Rich. Right, you {ay true; as Hereford's Love, fo hiss 

As theirs, ſo minezs all be as it is.” 

Enter Northumberland. 
North. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to oo Ma- 
North. Nay nothing, all is ſaid: 
His * is now a {tringleſs + 


Words, | 
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Words, Life, and all, old Lancafer hath ſpent. 
York. Be Tork the next, that muſt be-Bankrupt fol. 
| Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal Woe. 
EK. Rich, ä 
His time is ſpent, our Pilgrimage 
So much fr that ꝓ—G— — 


We muſt fi — — riſe , 
_ Venom. 


Wich live li 
But only the 1 1 I 
And for t rene Ales Toad forme 


Towards our Aſſiſtance, we do ſeize to us 

The Plate, Coin, Revenues, and Moveables, 

Whereof our Uncle Gaum did ftand 

York. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh how long- 

Shall tender Duty make me ſuffer Wrong? 
Not Gloter's Death, not Hereford's Baniſhment, + 

Nor Gaunt s Rebukes, nor England's * Wen, 

Nor the Prevention of poor B 
About his Marriage, nor my on Diſgrace, 


| I am the laſt of noble Edwards Sons, 
k Of whom. thy Father, Prince of Wales, was firſt: 


In Wars was never Lion rag'd more fierce; 
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 
Than was that and princely Gentleman; 
His Face thou haſt, even ſo look d he, 
 Accompliſh'd with the Number of thy Hours: 
Zut when he frown'd, it was epaiaſt the Fravch, 
And not againſt his Friends: His noble Hand 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not hst 
EH Which bis triumphant Father's Hand had won. 
17 His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with the ies of his Kin; 
Oh Richard, York is too far gone with Grief, 
Or elle he never would compare between, = 
EN 1 fa 
Nor my Li on me if you pleaſe; not; 
i pleas'd e am r * 
| us you ts JO CEOS Ge Our Vitae "as 
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The Royalties and Rights of baniſſ d Hereford ? 

| Is not Gaumt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 

Was not Gaumt juſt, and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir? 

Is not his Heir a well-d Sou? 

Take Hereford's Rights awgy, and take from Time 

His Charters, and his cuſtomary Nights. 

Let not to Mierew thewentin tw Day, . - 

Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 
But by fair Sequence and Succeſſion? 

—_— — tu 1 

I you do wrongfull 
a 

By his Attorneys- General, to fue 

His Liwy: , and deny his offer'd Homage, 

You plu a thouſand Dangers on your Head, 

— Hearts, 

And m tender Patience to thoſe Thoughts b 

Which Honour and A cannot think. 


K. Rich. Think what you will; we ſcize into our Hands 


His Plate, his Goods, his Mony, and his Lands. 
Perk. Vil not be by the while; Wy Longs, frcwe: | 
| What will enſue hereof, there's none can tell. 
But by bad Courſes may be underſtood, 
That thete Eyetns'can never fall cut good. 

K. Rich. Go babe to the Earl of iilehireſtreight, 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-hosſe, 

To ſee this Bufineſs done: To morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and tis time I trow; 
And we create, in abſence of our felf, 

Our Uncle York Lord Governor of 

For he is juſt; and always lov'd us well. 
Come on our Queen, to morrow muſt we 


* m. | pt N 
5 Exeum King Lem, &c. | 


Manent Northumbzrland, Willoughby, and Rob; 
| North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is deac. 
' Fofs. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 
Millo. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. BE? 
2 Richly in — if Juſtice had her Right. 


R: 


[Exit 
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We ſee the Wind fit fore upon our Sails, 


Roſs. My Heart is great; but it muſt break with ſilence, 
Ere't be disburthen'd with a liberal Tongue. Try 
North. Nay, ſpeak thy Mind; and let him ne 'er ſpeak more 


That ſpeaks thy Words again to do thee harm. 


Willo. Tends that thou dſt * to tbe Duke of Hereford? 
If it be ſo, out with it boldly, M 


Quick is mine Ear to hear of — nd him. 


Roſs. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unleſs you call it good to pity him, 1 


Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 


North. Now aforc Heav'n, it's Shame ſuch wrong⸗ areborn; | 
In him a Royal Prince, and many more, 
Of noble Blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 
By Flatterers; and what they will inform 


Meerly in Hare gainſt any of us all, 
That will the King ſeverely proſecute , 
*Gainſt us, our Lives, our Children, and our 8 


Roß. The Commons bath he pill'd with grievous Taxes, 


Aid quite loſt their Hearts; the Nobles hath he fin'd 


For ancient Quarrels, and quite loſt their Hearts. 
IWillo, And daily new Exactions are devisd; 

As Blanks, Benevolences, and 1 wot not what: 

But what o'God's Name duth become of this? | 
North. Wars have not waſted it for war'd he hath not, 


But baſely yielded upon Compromiſe, 


That which his Anceſtors atchie d wich Blows: 


More hath he ſpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 


Roß. The Earl of 7 ile ſhire hath the Realm in Farm. 

_ Willo. The King's grown Bankrupt, like a broken Man. 
| North. ! and Diſſolution hangeth over him. 
Roſs. He bath not Mony for theſe Ir: Wars, — 

His Burthenous Taxations notwith 
But by the robbin;; of the baniſh'd Duke. | 
North, His noble Kiaſman— - mot degenerate King! 


Bu: Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeſt ting, 


Vet ſeek no Shelter to avoid the Storm: 
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Roſs. We ſee the very Wreck that we muſt ſuffer, 


And unavoided is the Danger no ẽw., 
For ſuffering ſo the Cauſes of our Wreck. 


North Not ſo: Even through the hollow Eyes of Death 

I ſpie Life pecring; but I dare not fay 

How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
Wills. Way, let us ſhare thy Thoughts, as thou dof ours, 

| Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak; Nort land, | 


We three are but thy fſel!, and ſpeaking fo, 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 


North. Then thus: I have from Port le Blan, 


A Bay in Britain, receiv'd Intelligence, 


That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 


That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His Brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Fol 
Sir John Norberie Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis vine, 
All theſe well furniſhd by the Duke of Britain. 
With eight tall Ships, three thouſand Men of War, 


Are making hither with all due Expedience, 


And ſhortly mean to touch our Northern Shore; 
| m— they had ere this, but that they ftay 


The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 

If then we ſhall ſhake off our ilaviſh Yoak, 

Imp out cur drooping Country's broken Wing, 
Redeem from broken Pawn the blemifſh'd Crown, 
Wipe off the Duſt that hides our Sccpter's — 


And make high Majeſty look like it ſelf, 


Away with me in haſte to Ravenſpurg ; 


But it you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 
ay, and be ſecret, and my ſelf will 


Roſs. To Horle, to Horſe; urge Doubts to them that fear. 
ann. and 1 wil firſt 2 Ereumt. 


SCENE p ' 


| Buer Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. N 
Buſby. Madam, your Majeſty is too much ſad: 


You | 10mis'd, when you parted with the King, 


To ay alide — Heavineſs, 
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—_- leaf 1 K 105 pleaſe my {elf 
Le een. To pleaſe z to my 
"Bren, To pee h King, 19s 

| Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Grief, | 
Save bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a Gueſt 
As my ſweet Richged; yet again methinks = 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune s Womb, 
Is coming toward. me, and my inward Soul 
With no trembles; at ſomething it es, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 
Buſby. Each Subſtance of a Grief hath twenty Shadow: 
Which ſhews like Grief it ſelf, but is not fo: 
For Sorrow's Eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
' Divides one thing entire, to many _— 


Like „Which rightly gaz d upon 
Shew not bur Conſuſion; 22 d awry, 


— — Form: Se your ſweet Majeſty, 
Looking awry upon your Lord's 

Find Shapes of Grief, more than himſelf ro wail, 
Which leok'd on as it is, is nought but Shadows 

Of what it is not; then thrice gracious Queen, 
Morethan your Lord's Departure weep not, more's not ſeen. 
"ITS bo with ———— Eye, 

Which for things true, weeps things imaginary. 
Que. It may be ſo; "=. gw my inward 0 
Perſuades me it is otherwiſe: How-e'er it be, 
3 ; ſo heavy fad, 3 
1 on thinking on no Thought I t 
Makes To with, heavy nothing faint and ſhrink. 

Buſby. Tis nothing but Conceit, my gracious Lady. 
Queen. Tis nothing lefs; Conceir is ftill derived 
From ſome fore-father Grief mine is not ſo, 

For nothing hath begot my ſomething Grief; 
Or ſomething, bath the nothing that I grieve, 


"Tis in Revertion that I do {s; 


But vyhat it is, that is not yet known, what 

 T compar Wann tis nameleſs Vol wot. 

Green. Hes 'n fave your Majeſty,and well met t Gentlemen : 
I top the King 1 is not yet ſpe for Ireland. 


Quien. 
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en. 


of King RI HAND II. 265 
Queen. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? Tis better hope he is: 


For his Defigns crave haſte, good Hope, 


Then wheretore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt ? | 
| Green. That he, our Hope, might have re:ir'd his Tower, 


And driven into deſpair an Enemies Hope, 


Who ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this Land. 
The baniſh'd Bullingbroke repeals himſelf; 

And with up-lifted Arms is ſafe arriv'd 
At Ravenſpurg. | 
Queen. Now God in Heav'n forbid. | 

Green. O, Madam, tis too true; and what is worſe, 


The Lord Northumberland. his young Son Henry , 


The Lords of Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powrertul Friends, are fled to —— 
Buſhy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland, 


And the reſt of that revolted Faction, Trairors? 


Green. We have: Whereupon the Earl of Woreeſter 


| Hath broke his Staff, reſign'd his Stewardſhip. | 
= And all the Houſhold Servants fled with him to Bullingbrote. 


Leen. So Green, thou art the Midwife of my Wor, 


And Bullingbroke my Sorrow's diſmal Heir: 


Now deck] my Soul brought forth her „ 
And I a 4 new delivered Mother, 
Have Wo to Wo, 12 to Sorrow join d. 
Buſhy. Deſpair not, Madam. 
Oueen. Who ſhall hinder me? 


Il deſpair, and be at enmity 


With cozening Hope; he is a Flatterer, 


A Paraſite, a keeper back of Death, | 
Who gently would diſſolve the Bands of Life, 55 


Which falſe Hopes linger in Extremity. 
Euter York. 8 
Green. Here comes the Duke of York. © 
Queen. With Signs of War about his aged Neck, 
Oh Tall of careful Buſineſs are his Looks: 
Uncle. for Heav'n's fake ſpeak comfortable Words. 
Yerk. Comfort's in Heav'n, and we are off the Euch, 
Where — lives but Croſſes, Care and Grief; 
Your Husband he is gone to fave far off, 


Whilſt others eome to make him loſe at 'bome, 
M : 


Vol. III. Here 


| Well. ſomewhat we muſt do: Come, Coulin, 
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Here am I left to underprop his Land; 
Who, weak with Age, cannot ſupport my ſelf; 
No comes his fiek Hour that his Surfeit made, 
Now ſhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. My Lord, your Son was gone before 1 eine: 
Tork. e was; why ſo, go all which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Herefod' fide. 
Sirrah, get thee to Plaſhie, to my Siſter Glo fer; 
Bid her ſend me preſently a thouſand Pound 
Hold. take my Ring. | 
Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot 
To tell your Lordfhip, to Day I came by, and call'd there, 
But 1 ſhall 2 you to report the reſt. 
Tork. What is t. Knave? 
Serv. An Hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy'd. 
Tork. Heaven for his Mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
Come ruſhing on this woful Land at once? 
I know not what to do: I would to Hezy'n, 
So my Untruth had not provok'd him to it, 
The King had cut off my Head with my Brother's. 
 Whar, are there Poſts dilpatch'd for Ireland? : 
How ſhall we do for Mony for theſe Wars? | 
Come Siſter, (Couſin, I would ſay,) pray pardon me. 
Go Fellow, get thee home, provide ſome Carts. [Tothe Seryan, 
And-bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you muſter Men? 
If Lknow how, or which way to order theſe Affairs 
Thus diſorderly thruſt into my Hands, 
Never believe me. Both are my Kinſmen; 
Th' one is my Soveraign, whom bob my Oath 
And Duty bids defend; th other again Ty 
1s my Kinſman, whom the King bath wrong d. 
Whom Conſcience and my Kindred bids to right: 


{11 diſpoſe of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your Ml 
And meet me — at Barkley Calle 1 
I ſhould to Hlaſhie too, but time will not permit; 
All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and ſeren. 
Fenn Tork and Out 
| Buſh 


"UA 


Lies in their Purſes, and whoſo empties them 
By fo much fills their Hearts with deadly hate. 
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Buſhy. The Wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, 
But none returns; for us to levy Power 


Proportionable to th Enemy, is all impoſſible. 


Green. Beſides, our Nearneſs to the King in love, 
Is near the Hate of thoſe love not the King. 
Bagot. And that's the wavering Commons, for their Love 


Buſhy. Wherein the King ſtands generally conderan'd. 

Bagot. It Judgment lye in them, moe {o do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever near the K 

Green. Well; I will for Refuge 4 to Briſtol Caſtle, 
The Earl of Wiltſhire i is already there. 

Buſby. Thither will I — you; for little Office 


Will = bateful Commons perform for us, 


Except like Curs, to tear us all in Pieces. 

Will you go along with us? . 

Bago. No, 1 will to Treland to his Majeſty. 

Farewel: If Hearts Preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again. 
Buſhy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bullingbroke. 
Geeen. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 

is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 


Where one on his (ide fights, thouſands wil fl ye. 


; Buſby. Farewcl at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green, Well, we may meet again. 


_ Bagot, 1 fear me never. | | | [Exenn:. 
SCENE i. : 
Enter Bullingbroke, and Northumberland. 85 


Bulling. How faris it, my Lord, to Bark x now? | 
Noth. Believe me, noble Lo 


Lam Stranger here in Gl bar. 


Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 


Draw out our Miles, and make them weariſome: 


And yet our fair Diſcourſe hath been as Sugar, 
Making the hard Way ſwert and delectable. 
But I 3 me what * Way 


From 
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But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenſt 


What Power the Duke of Tork had levy'd there, 
Then with Direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. 


_ I never in my Life did look on him. 


duch as it is, deing tender, raw, and young, - | 


From Ravenſpurg to Cotrſhold will be found, 


In Rofs and Wiil2ughby, wanting your Company, 
Which I proteſt hath very much beguil'd 


The Tediouſneſs and Proceſs of my Travel: 


But theirs is {weetned with the Hope to have 
The preſent Benefit that I poſleſs: 


And hope to joy, is little leſs in Joy, 


Than Hope enjoy'd: By this, the weary Lek 


Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 


By fight of what I roy your noble Company. 


" Bulling. Of much leſs Value is my Company, 


Than your good Words: But who comes here? 


Enter Percy. 
North. It is my Son, young Harry Percy. 


Sent from my Brother Worceſter: Whencelverer, 
5 Harry, how tares your Unale? 


Percy. Whad thought, my Lord, to have learn'd his 


Health of you. 


North. Why, is he not with the Queen? 2150 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the Cour 


| Broken his Staff ot Office, and diſpert 


The Houſhold of the King. 
North. What was his Reaſon? | 

He was net ſo reſolv'd, when we laſt ſpake together. 
'Perey. Becauſe your Lordſhip was 1 Traber 


purg, 
To offer Service to the Duke of Hereford, 
And ſent me over by Barkley, to diſcover 


North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, _e ? 
Percy. No, my good Lord; tor that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember; to my Knowledge, * 


North. Then learn to know him now; this is the Duke 
| Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my Service, 


Which elder Days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved Service and Deſert, 


Euilmg. — Per, and be le 


count my ſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 

As in a Soul remembring my 22 Friends : 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true Love's Recompence, 


My Heart.this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it. 


North. How far is it to Barkley? and what ſtir 
Keeps good old York there with his Men of War? 
Percy. There ſtands the Caſtle by yond Tuft of Trees 
Mann'd with three hundred Men, as I haye heard, 
And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley and Seymour; 
None elſe of Name, and noble Eſtimate. 
Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 


North. Here come the Lords of Roſs and Hilloughby, 


Bloody with fpurring, fiery red with haſte. 
Bulling. Welcome, my Lords; I wot your Love purſues 


A baniſnt Traitor; all my Treaſury = 
Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your Love and Labours Recompence. 


Roſs. Your Preſence makes us rich, moſt noble Lord. 5 


I illo. And far ſurmounts our Labour to attain it. 


Bulling. Evermore Thanks, th* Exchequer of the poor, 


Which, till my infant fortune comes to Years, 
Stands for my Bounty. But who comes here? 
| Enter Barkley. a 3 
North. It is my Lord of Barkley, as 1 gueſs. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford, my Meſſage is to you. 
Bulling. My Lord, my Anſwer is to Lancaſter, 

And 1 am come to ſeek that Name in England, 

And I muſt find that Title in your Town, 

Before I make reply to ought you ſay. 


Bark. Miſtake me not, my Lord, tis not my meaning 


To raze one Title of your Honour our, 

To you, my Lord, I come, what Lord you will, 
From the moſt glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take Advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our native Peace, with ſelf. born Arms. 


Bulling. I ſhall not need tranſport my Words by you. | 
Here comes his Grace in Perſon. My noble Uncle. [Kneels. 
| M 3 OT Tek. 
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ö Tork. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not 85 _ 
Whoſe Duty is deceivable and falſe. 
Bulling. My gracious Uncle. 
Tork. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 
(| I am no Traitor”s Uncle; and that Word Grace, 
mi In an ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 
= | Why have theſe baniſh'd, and den Legs, 

i Dar d once to touch a Duſt of England's Ground? 
|! But more then, why, why have they dard to march 
0 So many Miles upon her peaceful Boſom 
1M Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with War, 

1 | And — of de _— Arms? 
Com'ſt thou becaule th ancinted King is hence? 


| Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is left behind, 
j Andin my loyal Bofom lyes his Power. 
Bt: Were I but now the Lord of ſach hot Youth, 
| As when brave Gaunt. thy Father, and my ſelf 
| Reſcued the Black Prince, that young Mars of Men, 
11 From forth the Ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arm of mine, 
li | Now Priſoner to the Palf , chaſtiſe thee, 
ut And minifter Correction to thy Fault. 
'Y Bulling. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
B's On whe Condition ſtands it, and wherein? 
BY — Even in condition of the worſt degree; 
II.! groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon; 
W | ; ol art a baniſh'd Man, and here art come 
F $M Before the Expiration of thy time, 
In braving Arms againſt thy Soveraign. 
| Bulling. As I was banifh'd, I was baniſh'd Herfordy 
But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 
And, noble Uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my Wrongs with an indifferent Eye: 
You are my * Father for methinks in you 
I ſee old Gaum alive. Oh then, my Father | 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt — my Arms ce, and given away 
To upftart Unthrifts? Wherefore was | born? 
* King of England, 
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It muſt be granted I am Duke of Laucaſſer.. 
You have a Son, Aumerle, my noble Kinſman, 
Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhould have found his Uncle Gaumnt à Father. 
To rewze his Wrongs, and chaſe them to the Bay. 
I am deny d to ſue my Livery here, : 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 
My Father's Goods are all diſtrain'd and fold, 
And theſe and all, are all amiſs imploy d. 
What would you have me do? I am a Subject, 
And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny'd me, 
And therefore perſonally I lay my Claim | 
To mine Inheritance of free Defceat. = 
Nerth. The noble Duke hath been too much abus d. 
Roſs, It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. 
I illo. Baſe Men by his Endowments are made great. 
York. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
have had feeling of my Coulin's Wrongs, 5 
And labour d all I could to do him right: 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, 
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 
1 4h To find out Right with W , it may not be; 
le, And you that do abet him in this kind, | 
8 Cheriſh Rebellion. and are Rebels all. 1 
North. The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 
But for his own; and for the right of that, | 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him Aid, 
And let him ne'er fee Joy that breaks that Oath. 
York. Well, well, 1 fee the Iſſue of theſe Arms; 
5 I cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, N 
ne Becauſe my Power is weak, and all ill teft: 
But if 1 could, by him that gave me Life, 
I would attach you all, and make you fioop 
Unto the Sovereign Mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well. 
Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caſtle, 
And there repoſe you for this Night. . 
Bulling. An Offer, Uncle, that we will accept; 
But we muſt win your Grace to go with us 
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To Briſtow-Cafile, which they ſay is held 

By Baſhy, Bagot, and their Complices, 

The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth, _ 

Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 
York, It may be I will go with you, but yet PI pauſe, 

For I am loath to break our Country's Laws: 5 

Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 


Things paſt . are nove wah me e. LExeunt. 
8 C E N E IV. 


Enter Salisbury, and a Care TOs 

| Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ſtaid ten Days, 

And hardly kept your Country men together, 
And yet we hear no Tidings from the King: 
Tterefore we all diſperſe our ſelves: Farewel, 
Sͤalis. Stay yet another Day, thou truſty Weldoman, 
The King repoſeth all bis Truſt in thee. 
Cap. 'Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ſtay, | 
The Bay-Trees in our Country are all wither'd, | 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heavin; 
Tte pale fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
Ard lean- look d Prophets whiſper fearfu] Change; 
Rich Men look fad, and Ruffians dance and leap; | 
The one in fear to loſe what they enJOF, 
The other to enjoy by Rage and War: 
_ Theſe Signs forerun the Death of Kings. 
Farewel; our Countrymen are gone and fled, „ 
As well aſſur d. Richard their King is dead. [Exi. 
Salis. Ah Richard, with Eyes of 8 Mind, 77 ak 
I ſee thy Glory like a ſhooting Star 

Fall to the baſe Earth from the Firmament: 
Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt, 
Wi.tneſſing Storms to come, Wo, and Unreſt: 

Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, _ 
: And * to thy good, all Formune * 4 Wi 1. 
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Green, My Comfort is, that Heay'n will take our Souls, 
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Aer m seen. 


Enter Bullingbroke, York, Northumberland. Roſs, Percy 
Willoughby, with Buſhy and Green Priſoners. ; 
Bulling B forth theſe Men: 
Buſhy and Green, I will not vex your Souls, 
Since preſently your Souls muſt part your Bodies, 
Witt too much urging your pernicious Lives, 


For *twere no Charity; yet to waſh your Blood 


From off my Hands, here in the View of Men, 

I will unfold ſome Cauſes of your Deaths. 

You have miſ- led a Prince, a royal King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 

By you unhappy'd, and disfigur' clean: 

You have in manner with your ſinful Hours 

Made a Divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 

Broke the Poſſeſſion of a royal Bed, 
And ftain'd the Beauty of a fair Queen's Cheeks 
With Tears drawn from her Eyes, with your foul Wrongs. 
My ſelf a Prince, by Fortune of my Bicth, ni,, 
Near te the Kiog in Blood, and near in Loye, 


Till you did make him mif᷑ interpret me, 


Have ſtoopt my Neck under your Injuries, | 

And figh'd my Engliſh Breath in foreign Clouds, 

Eating the bitter Bread of Baniſhment; | 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, | | 

Dif-park'd my Pa ks, and felłd my Foreft Woods; 

_ mine own arg torn my Houſhold Coat, 

daz d out my Impreſs, leaving me no Sign, 

Save Mens Opinions, and wy Trig Blood, 5 

To ſhew the World I am a Gentleman. 3 

This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 

Condemns you to the Death: See them deliver d over 

To Execution, and the Hand of Death. wha 
Buſhy. More welcome is the Stroak of Death to me, 

Than Bullingbroke to England. 5 


* 5 Aud 
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And plague Injuſtice with the Pains of Hell. 

Bulling. My Lord Northuniberland, fee them diſpatch'd, 
Uncle, you ſay the Queen is at your A 
For Heav'ns Ake, fairly let her be intreated; 

Tell her I ſend to her my kind Commends; 
Take ſpecial care my Greetings be deliver d. 

Tork. A Gentleman of mine I have diſpatchd 
With Letters of your Love to her at large. 

Bulling. Than "i atle Uncle: Come Lords away, 
To — with Glen , and his Complices ; 


A while to work, and after Holiday. Een. 


SCENE IL 
Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carliſle, and Soldier), 
X. Rich, Bay gt 3 Fg ths call you this at hand? _ 
Aum. Yea, my brooks your Grace the Air, 
After your late el on the being Seas? 
EK. Rich Needs muſt I like it well; x, weep or Joy 
To ſtand upon my Kingdom once 
Dear Earth, I do falute thee with m Hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Hories Hoofs: 
As a long g parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears, and ſmiles in meeting; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee my Earth, 
And do thee Favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraign's Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets comfort his ravenous Senſe: 
gat let thy Spiders that ſuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy gaited Toads lie in their way, 
Doing Anno yance do the treacherous Feet, 
Wich with uſurping Steps do trample thee. 
Vield ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 


And when the ey Dom op thy Boſom pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prithee with a lurking Adder, 


Whoſe double Tongue may with a mortal teuch 


Throw Death upon thy Soveraign's Enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuraion — 


- 


Thi 
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This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe None. 
| Prove armed Soldiers ere het native King 
Shall falter under foul rebellious Arms. 
Biſhop. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that ke you King. 
Hath Power to keep you King, in ſpight of all. | 
Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs, 
Whilſt Bullingbroke, through their Security, | 
Grows ſtrong and great, in Subſtance and in Fricads. 
. Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, know ſt thou not, 
That when the ſearching Eye of Heav'n is hid, 
Behind the Globe, that 1 the lower World. 
Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſeen, 
In Murders, and in Outrage bloady here. 
But when from under this terreſtrial Ball 
He fires the proud Tops of the Eaſtern Pines, 


And darts his Lightning through ev'ry . Hols; 
Then Murders, Treaſons, and deteſted Si 


| The Cloak of Night pluck'd from off their 8 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſel yves. 
do when this Thief, this Traitoz Bullingbroke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaft, 
His Treaſons will ſet bluſhing'in: his Face, 
Not able to endure the Sight of Day 
But ſelf. affrighted, at his 
Nat all the Water in the wugh rude ses "I 
Can wafh the Balm from an anointed King; 
The Breath of worldly Men cannot un and 
The Deputy elected ul the Lord: 
For every Man that bath preſt, ie 
To lift ſhrewd Steel againft our Golden Crown, os Lone 
Heay'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly Pay e pers 
A glorious Angel; then if Angels fakes lein 
Weak Men muſt fall, for Heav'n ſtill guards the Right. 
_— 7; Salisbury. 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off nes your voi? . 
Sali. Nor near, nor farther off my gracious Lord, 
Than this weak Arm; Diſcomfort guides m y Toogus, : 
And bids me ſpeak of nothing but Deſpair : 
One Day too late, I fear, my noble Lord, 


[his 


* * 
- — 
Hath 2 
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At thy great G 
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Hath clouded all my Days on Earth. 

Oh call back Yeſterday, Time return, 

And thou ſhalt have — thouſand fighting Men: 

To Day, to Day, unhappy Day too late 
Oferthrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and opt State. 

For all the Wel/hmen hearing thou wert dead, | 

Are gone to Byllngbroke, diſperſt and flu. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege; why looks your Graber 
EX. Rich. But now — Rlood of twenty e * 
Did triumph i in my Face, and they are fled- 

And *till ſo much Blood thither come again, 
Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead? 
| All Souls that will be ſafe, fly from my Side, 
For Time hath ſet a Blot upon my Pride. 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
E. Rich. I had fo ot my ſelf: Am I not King? | | 
Awake thou {lu Majeſty, thou ſleepeſt: 
Is not the King's Name, forty thouſand Names? 
Arm, arm Ca Name; a alas jeR ſtrikes + 
ot to the Ground, 
Ye Ee T ths we nat * * = 
High be our Thoughts: "Eknow my.Us * 55 
Hath Power enough to ſerve our Turn, ' 
But who comes 12 2-91 
"Enter e . A 
Scoop. More 3 2 5 
Than _ my car6-tun'd' 3 Ner- kim.” 7 
EX. Nich. Mine Ear is * ＋ 
The worſt is worldly Loſs, thou 2 — 8 
Say, is my Kingdom loſt? Wh * 
And what Loſs is it to be rid of Care? 
Strives Bullmgbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be; if he ſerve God, 
We'll ſerve him teo, and be his Fellow ſo. | 
Revolt our Subjects? That we cannot mend; ; 
They break their Faith to God as well us: 


Cry Wo, Deſtruction, Ruin, Loſs, Decay; 


The worſt is Death, and Death will have his Day. | 
Scoop. Glad am I, that your lighnch is fo arm'd 
| To bear the Tidings of Calamity. q 15 
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Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy Da ; 0 TAY 
Which makes the ſilver Rivers drown 7 LAS 17 
As if the World were all diſſolvd to Tears: ow | 


So high above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 


Of Bullmgbroke, covering your fearful Land 


With hard bright Steel; and Hearts harder than steel. 
White Bearns have arm'd their thin and hairleſs Scalps ., 


| Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boys with Womens Voices 
Strive to 5 | 


peak big, and clap 5 female Joints 
In ſtiff unwieldy — ,againſt thy Crown; 


1 
Bs 


The very Beadſmen learn to bend their Bows | 


Of double fatal Ewe, againſt thy State; 


Ven diſtaff Women manage ruſty Bills; 


Againſt thy Seat both young and old het 
* all 1 worſe than I have Power to tell. 


Too well, too well thou tell ſt a Tale 40 in. 


Wine! is the Earl of Wi l:ſhire? Where is Bagot? 


What is become of Buſby? Where is Green ? 


That they have let the dangerous En COU 
Meaſure our Configes with ſuch. L E Steps? © 


If we prevail, their Heads ſhall pay 25 for WO 
I warrant they have made Peace with Ballin, gbroke. - 


Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my "AY 5 
EK. Rich. O Villains, Vipers, damn'd an boat Rederaption 


Dogs, eaſilx won to fawn on any Man, 
| Snakes in my Heart · blood 


Three Fudaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas? 


warm'd, that ting my Hearts 


Would they make Peace? Terrible Hell make War 


Upon their ſpotted Sauls for this Offence. 


Scroop. Sweet Love, I ſee, changing his Property, | 


N Turns to the ſowreſt and moſt deadly Hate: 
| Again uncurſe their Souls; their Peace is made | 
Wich Heads, and not with Hands: Thoſe whom you curſe : 


Have felt the worſt of Death's deſtroying Hand, 
And lye fuli low, grav'd in the hollow Ground. Tor. 
_* Is Buſhy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltſhire dead? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briſſow loſt their Heads. 
| Aum. Where is the Duke my Father, with his Power? 


K. Rich. No matter where; of Comfort no Man ſpeak: 
Ler's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 


Make 


- — 
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Make Duſt our Paper, ond with nn er yes" 
Write Sorrow in e Boſom of the Earth. 
Let's chuſe Executors, and talk of Wills; | 
421 yet not ſo for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed Bodies to the Ground? 
Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbroke's, | 
And nothing can we call our own, bur Death, 
And that ſmall Model of the barren Earth, 
Which ſerves as Paſte, and cover to our Bones, | 
For Heay'ns ſake let us fie upon the Ground, | 
And tell fad Stories of the Death of Kings: 
How ſome have been depos d, fome ſlain in War: 
Some haunted by the Ghofts * Spb have v6 5 
Some poiſon'd by their Wives, kill d, 
All murtber d. For within the 22 rown, 
That rounds the mortal Temples of a King. 
Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 
: him a Breath, a little scene 
To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with Looks, 
lafuſing him with ſelf and vain Conceit, 
As if this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, | 
Were Braſs impregnable: And humour'd thus, 
Comes at the laſt, and with a little Fin 
| Boars through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your Heads, and mock not Fleſh and Blood . 
With ſolemn Reverence: Throw away Reſpect, 
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty, 
For you haye but miſtook me all this while: 
I live with Bread like you, feel Want, 
Taſte Grief, need Friends; ſubjected thus, | 
bo Fe 
| wiſe Men ne'er wall heir preſent Wor, 
But prefonty prevent the Ways to wail: 
To tear the Foe, fince Fear oppreſſeth Strength, 
Gives, in r r Weakneſs, Strength unto your Foe; 
Fear, and be ſlain, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is Death deſtroying Death. 


Where N dying. pays Death fervile Breath. 


Ann. | 


m. 
- 


The State and In 
So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 


| Beſhrew thee, Couſin, wich Gal bed te forth 
Of that ſweet way I was in to 
What ſay y you now? what Co ort have we now? 
By Heaven I'll hate him eyerlaftingly ß 
That dids me be of comfort ny more. Da þ 1 
So to Flint. Caſtle, there Ill pine away, ' 
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Aum. My Father hath > Power, enquire of him, 
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And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 


. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well: Proud Bullingbroke, I come 
To change Blows with thee, for our Day ot Doom; 
This Ague-fit of Fear is oyer-blown, 


An eaſie Task it is to win our own. 


Say, Scroop, where lyes our Uncle with his Power? 
Speak ſweetly Man, although thy Looks be ſower. 


Scroop. Men j 


by the Com lexion of the 
he of th _- on 


My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to ſay: 


I play the Torturer, by fmall and ſmall 


To len 1. out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken; 
Your Uncle York is join d with Ballingbroke, 


And all your northern Caſtles yield +8 


And all your ſouthern Gentlemen i 
Upon his Faction. 


K. Rich. Thou batt Kid eg. 


A King, Wo's Slave, ſhall kingly Wo obey: 
That Power I have, dif of on dem go 1 
To ear the Land, that ha ſome Hope to grow; 


For I have none. Let no Man ſpeak again 


To alter this, for Counſel is but in vain, 

Aum. My Liege, one Word. 

K. Rich. lie does me double Wrong, Fit 
That wounds me with the Flatteries of his Tongue 
Diſcharge my Followers: let them hence away, 


baun, 


—_ —— —— ——— 


2980 ' The: Life and Death 
"SCENE II. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Bu'lingbroke, York, Nor- 


thumberland, and Attendants. 


Bulling. So that by this Intelligence we leara 
The Welchmen are diſpers d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With ſome-few private Friends upon this Coaſt, 
North. The News is very fair and good. my Lord, 
Richard not far from hence; hath bid his Head. 
Verk. It would beſeem the Lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard. Alack the heavy Day, 
When ſy a ſacred King ſhould hide his Head. 
North. Your Grace miltakes me; on] y to be Tn 
Left I his Title out. 5 | 
erk. The time hath bean, 
Would you have been ſo brief with kim, ka el 
Have been ſo brief with you, to ſhorten you, 
For raking ſo the Head, your whole Head's length. 
| Bulling, Miſtake not, Uncle, farther than you ſhould, 


| York. Take not, good Couſin, farther than you ſhould, 


Leſt you miſtake; the Heav'ns are oer your Head. 
Bulling. I know it, Uncle, and oppoſe not my ſelf 
Againſt their Will. But who comes here? 
Welcome Hangs what, will not c this Calle Field? 7 

Percy. The rojally i is mann'd; my Lord, 
Againſt thy Entrance. 

Bulling. Royally? Why, it contains no King? 
Percy. Yes, my Lord, 
It doth contain a King: King Richard lyes 

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with him the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a Clergy- man 
Of holy Reverence: who, I cannot learn. 

North. Oh, belike it is the — of a 


Bulling. Noble Lord, [To North! - 


| Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
Through brazen men ſend the breath of Parle 


1 


* 


That any Harm ſnould ſtain fo fair a Show. 8 
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Into his ruin'd Ears, and thus deliver: 
Henry Bullingbroke upon his Knees doth kiſs | 
King Richard's Hand, and ſends Allegiance 
Ard true Faith of Heart to his Royal Perſon; hither come. 
Even at his Feet, to lay my Arms and Power, 
Provided, that my Baniſhment repeal'd, _ 


And Lands reftor'd again, be freely granted; | LE 3 


If not, Ill uſe the Advantage of my Power, | 

And lay the Summer's Duſt with Showers of Blood, 

R:in'd from the Wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen, 

The which, how. far off from the Mind of Ballingbroke 

It is, fach Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench 00 8 

The freſh green Lap of fair King Richard's Land, 

My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſne wr. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the graſſie Carpet of this Plain; 5 

Let's march without the Noiſe of threatning Drum, 

That from this Ciſtle's tatter'd Battlements ; 

Our fair Appointments may be well perus'd, 

Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet y 

With no leſs Terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring Smoak | 

At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heay'n: + 

Be he the Fire, Ill be the yielding Water: 

The Rage be his, while on the Earth I rain 

My Waters; on the Earth, and not on him, 

March on and mark King Richard how he looks. 5 

Parle without, and Anſwer within; then a Flouriſh. Enter on 
the Walls. King Richard, the Biſhop of Carliſle, Aumerle, 
Scroop and Salisbury. 4 e N 

See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear 


As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sun, 


From out the fiery Portal of the Eaſt, : 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dim his Glory, and to ſtain the Trac 

Of his bright Paſſage to the Occiden, 
York, Yet looks he like a King; behold his &ye 

As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forch gn 

Controlling Majefty ; alack, alack, for Wo, 


. Rick: 
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K. Rich. We are amaz d. and thus long have we ſtood 


To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, [To North 


Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King ; 
And if we be, how dare thy. Joints forget 

To pay the awful Duty to our Preſence? 

If we be not, ſhewy us the Hand of God, 


That hath diſmiſs'd us from our Stewardſhip; 


For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 


Can pripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unleſs he do prophane, ſteal or uſurp. . 
And though you think, that all, as you have dene, 

Have torn their Souls, b * them from us, 
And wee are barren, and bereft of Friends: 
Tet know, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muſtering in his Clouds on our hehalf, 

Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 

Four Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 


kat lift your Vaſſal Hands againſt my Head, , 
And threat the Glory of my. precious Cron. 


Tell Bullimgbroke, for yond methinks he is, 
That every Stride 58 upon the Land 
Is dangerous Treaſon, he is come to ope 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding War; 
But ere the Crown he looks for, live in Peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill become the Flower of England's Face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew Big 
Her Paſtors Graſs with faithful Exgliſi Blood. 
North. The King of Heav'n forbid, 
Should fo with civil and uncivil Arms. | 
Be ruſh'd upon: Thy thrice-noble Couſin, 5 
Harry Bullingbroke, doth humbly kiſs thy Hand, 
And by the honourable Tomb he ſwears 
That ſtands upon your Royal Grandfire's Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head; 
And by the bury'd of warlike Gawn, ö 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſelf, 
_ Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, 


our Lord the King 
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His 28 hither hath no farther Scope. 

Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 

Infranchiſement immediate on his Knees: 

Which on thy Royal Party granted once, 

His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruſt; 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart 

To faithful Service of your Majeſty: 

This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juſt, 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. | 
k. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King returns: 

Mis noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 

And all the Number of his fair Demands | 

Shall be accomplifh'd without Contradiftionz; 

With all the gracious Utterance thou haſt, 

Speak to his — Hearing kind commends, 


We do debaſe our ſelf, Couſin, do we not, [To Aum- 


To look fo ly, and to ſpeak fo fair? 
Shall we cal back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die? 

Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with; 


| ith gentle Wards, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords. 
K. Rich. Oh God, oh God that e er this To 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 
On yond proud Man, ſhould take it off again 
With Words of ſooth; oh that I were as great 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name; 
Or that 1 could forget what 1 have been, 
Or not remember what L muſt be now. 


Swell'ſt thou, proud Heart? Ill give thee Scope to beat, 


Since Foes have to beat both thee and me. 

Aum Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrole. 
K. Rich. What muſt the King do now ? Mult he ſubmit ? 

The King ſhall do it: Muſt he be deposd? 

The King ſhall be contented; Muſt he loſe 

The Name of King? o'God's Name let it go. 

I'll give my Jewels for a Set of Beads; 

My gorgeous Palace, for a Hermitage; 

My gay Apparel, for an Alms- man's Gown; 

ur'd Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood; 

| My Scepter, for a Palmer's walking Staff; 


ngue of mine, 
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My Subjects, for a Pair of carved Saints, 
And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Or ll be bury'd. in the King's in 1 e e 
Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet 
May hourly trample on their Soveraign's Head; 
For on my Heart they tread now, whillt L live; 
And bury'd once, Why not upon my Head? 
Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender hearted Couſin, 
oo make foul Weather with * — 3 a 
Our Sighs, and they, ſhall 1 the Summer Corn, 
And mike a Dearth in Ws raking Land. 
Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome pretty March with ſhedding Tears? 
As thus, to them ſtill upon one Place, 
Till they have fretted us a Pair of Graves, 
Within the Earth; and therein laid, there lyes 
Two Kinſmen digg d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill de well? Well, well, I fe 
I talk but idely, and you mock at me. 
Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bullingbroke? Will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die? 
You make a Leg, and Bullingbroke fays Il. 
Nerth. My Lord, in the baſe Court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may it pleaſe you to come down. 
EK. Rich. Down, down I come, like gliſt ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the Manage of unruly fades. 
In the baſe Court? baſe Court where Kings grow baſe, 
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. = 
In the baſe Court come down ; down Court, down King, 
For Night. Ovvls fbrick, where mounting Larks ſhould ſing. 
| _  Bulling, What ſays his Majeſty? ?: 
North. Sorrow, Jud Grief of Heart — 8 
Makes him ſpeak fondly like a frantick Man; 
vet he is come. e ee 
Bulling. Stand all apart. 
And ſhew fair Duty to his Majeſt y. 
My gracious Lord. 


© [Kneels 
. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Fair Couſin, you debaſe your Princely, Boas: 
To make the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 


Than my un-pleas'd Eye ſee your Courteſie. 


Up Couſin, up, your Heart is up, 1 know, 


Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. 


Bulling. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
EK. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Bulling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 


= my true Service ſhall deſerye your Love. 
K. Rich. Well you deſery'd:; They well deſerve to have, 


That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, give me your Hand; nay, dry your Eyes, 
Tears ſhew their Love, but want their Remedies. 


Couſin, I am too young to be your Father, 


Though y ou are old enough to be my Heir. 
What you will- have, [ll give, and willing too, 


For 90 we muſt, what Force will have us do. 
Set on towards London: Couſin, is it fo?.. 


Bulling. Yea, my good Lord. 
EK. Rich. Then 1 muff not fay no. lui. — 


SCENE v. 
Enter Queen, and two Ladies. 


To drive away the heavy thought of Care? 
Lady. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 


en. Twill make me think the World is full of Rubs, 
Ard — my Fortune runs againſt the Bias. 


Lady. Madam, we'll dance. | 
Queen. My Legs can keep no Meaſure in Delight, 


When my poor Heart no Meaſure keeps in Grief. 
Therefore no dancing, Girl; ſome other Sport. 


Lady. Madam, we'll tell Tales. | 
2 Of Sorrow, or of Joy? 
Lady. Of either, Madam. 
Queen. Of neither, Girl. 
For it of Joy, being altogether wanting, 2 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow: 


Queen, What Sport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, | 


— — 
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He that hath ſu | 
Hath now himſelf met with the fall of Leaf; 
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Or if of Grief, being altogether bad, 


It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 


For what I have, I need not to repeat: 


And what I want, it boots not to complain. 


Madam, III fing. | 
y "Tis well — haſt Cauſe: | 


But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would ſt thou weep, 


Lady. 1 could Madam, would it do you good. 
Queen. And I could fing, would weeping do me good, 
And neyer borrow any Tear of thee. | 
| Ener à Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But ſtay, here come the Gardiners; | 
Let's ſtep into the Shadow of theſe Trees. 
My Wretchedneſs, unto a row of Pines, 
They'll talk of State; for every one doth fo, 


Againſt a Change; Wo is fore-run with Wo. 

| _ Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangli 

Which like unruly Children, make 
Stoop with Oppreſſion of their prodigal Weight: 


Apricocks, 


eir Sire 


Give ſome fupportance to the bending Twigs. 


So thou, and like an Executioner 
Cut off the Heads of too faſt growing iprays, 


That look too lofty in eur Commonwealth: 
All muſt be even in our Government. 

You thus imploy'd, I will go rot away 
The noiſom Weeds that without profit luck 


The Soil's fertility from wholſom Flowers. 


Serv. Why ſhould we in the compaſs of a Pale, 


5 Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 
Shewing, as in a Model, our firm State? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 


Is full of Weeds, her ſaireſt Flowers choakt up, 


Her Fruit-trees all uprun d, her Hedges ruin'd, 


Her Knots diforder'd, and her whollom Herbs 


Swarming with Caterpillers? 


_ Gard. Hold = Peace. 1333 | 
rd this diſorder d Spring, 


The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaves did ſhelter, 
That ſeem'd in eating him, to hold him up, 


Are 


1 mean the Earl of Wiltſhire, Buſhy, Gree 


Their Fruits of Duty. All ſuperfluous Branches | | 
Had he done fo, bimfelf had born the Crown, 


Tis d he will be. Letters came e laſt ws of 


Thou old Adam's likeneſs, ſet to 


Poſt you to Londen, and you'll find it ſo; 
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Are pull'd 


Serv. What, are they dead? 1 
Gard. They are, 
And Bullingbroke hath ſeix d the waſteful King. 

What pity is it, that he had not trimm'd 

And dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of Year; 
And wound the Bark, the Skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leſt being over proud with'Sap and Blood, 

With too much Riches it 2 it ſelf? 8 
Had he done fo, to great and growing Men, | 
They might have Iv d to bear, and he to uke | 


We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live: 
Which waſte and idle Hours hath quite thrown down. 


Serv. What, think you the King ſhall be * 
Gard. reſt he is qroterky SS Has 


To a dear Friend of the Duke of Uk, 


That tell black Tidings. 


en. Oh I am preſt to Death through ct; ; 
= reſt this Garden, Ig | 
How dares thy harſh Tongue ſound this un _ News? 


What Eve? What Serpent hath ſuggeſted | 
To make a ſecond Fall of curſed Man? 1 | 
| Why doſt thou fay, King Richard is depos d? : 

Dar ſt thou, thou little better thing than Earth, 


Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, and how 


Cam'ſt thou by this ill Tidings? Speak, thou Wretch. 


Gard. Panda me, Madam. Little Joy have 1 


To breath theſe News; = what I fay is true; 


King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 


Of Bullingbroke,/ their Fortunes both are weigh'd: | 


In your Lord's Seale is nothing but himſelf, 


And ſome few Vanities that make him light: 
But in the Ballance of great Bullimgbroke, 


Beſides himſelf, are all the Engliſp Peers, | 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard cown. 
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1 ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. 

en. Nimble * that art ſo light of root. 
Doth not thy Embaſſage to me? 

And am I laft that knows 1 7% thou think'lt | 

To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 

Thy Sorrow in my Breaſt. Come Ladies, go, 

To meet at London, London's King in wo. 

5 was I 200 to this! Toe my fad Locke 

Should grace the Triumph o t B oke ! 

- Gums, for telling 5 

I would the Plants thouſgraft'ſt may never grow. ¶ Exit. 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy State might be no worle, 
I would my Skill were ſubje& to thy Curſe. 

Here did ſhe drop a Tear, here in this place 


I'll feta Bank of Rew, ſowr Herb of Grace: 
Rew, ev'n for Ruth, here ſnortly ſhall be ſeen, | 
In the ac of a "—_ _ i. {Bk 


——— 


22 


4c . SCENE ws 


Tater as to the Parliament, Bullingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percy, Fitz water, Surry, B:ſhop of Carliſle, 
Abbot of Weſtminſter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


Bulling. (CG ALL forth Bagot. 
Now Bagot, freely ſpeak thy | Mind, 
| What thou doſt —— of —— Glo ſters Death; 
Who wrought it with the King, and who performed 
The bloody Office of his timeleſs End. 
Bagot. Then ſet before my Face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bulling. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that Man. 
Baget. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring Tongue 


| Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 


In that dead time when Gl ſters Death was plotted, | 
I heard you ſay, Is not my Arm ot length, 

That reacheth from the reſtful Engliſ Court 

As far as Calais to my Uncle's Head? 

Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 


I heard you ay that you had rather reluls - wh 
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The offer of an hundred thouſand Crowns, | 

Than Bullingbroke return to England; adding withal, 

How bleſt this Land would be in this your Coufin's Death. 

 Aum. Princes, and noble Lords, Ke 

What Anſwer ſhall I-make to this baſe Man? 

Shall I fo much diſhonour my fair Stars, 

On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 

Either I muſt, or have mine Honour ſpoil'd 

With the Attainder of his {land'rous Lips. 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of Death, 

. That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieſt. 
, And I'll maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

In thy Heart Blood, though being all too baſe, 

To ſtain the temper of my Knighty Sword. 
Bulling. Bagot, forbear, thou ſhalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

it. In all this Preſence that hath moved me ſo. ; 
Fit zw. If that thy Valour ſtand on Sy mpathies: 
o There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine: 

By that fair Sun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 
I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak ſt it, 
That thou wert cauſe of noble Glo ſters Death. 
by If chou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 

en And I will turn thy falſhood to thy Heart, 

Where it was forged, with my Rapier's point, 

Aum. Thov dar'ſt not, Coward, live to ſee the Day. 
Fitzw. Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to Hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his Honour is as true, 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt: e 

5 And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 

n. To prove it on thee, to th' extreameſt point 

ue Of mortal Breathing, Seize it, if thou dar ſt. 

5 Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 

And never brandiſh more revengeſul Steel, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe, 

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, © 

I do remember well the very time 

Aumerle and you did talk 
Fitxw. My Lord, 

The Vox. III. 
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*Tis very true: You were in Preſence then; 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 
Surrey As falſe, by Heay'n, as Heay'n it ſelf is true. 

Fitzw. Surrey, thou lieſt. 

| _ Swrrey. Diſhonourable Boy, 

That Lie ſhall lye ſo heavy on my Sword, 

That it ſhall 7 Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lie-giver, and that Lie, do lye, 

In Farth as quiet, as thy Father's Scull. 

In proof whereof, there is mine Honour's Pawn, 

Engage it to the Trial, if thou dar ſt. 

Fitzw. How fondly do'ft thou ſpur a forward Horſe? 

If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a Wilderneſs, | 

And ſpit upon him, whilft I ſay he lies, 

And lies, and lies; there is my Bond of Faith, 

To tie thee to my ſtrong Correction. 

As I intend to ＋ in this new World, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. 

Beſides, l Tr * baniſht Norfolk ſay, _: 
That thou Aumerle didſt fend two of thy Men, 

To execute the noble Duke at Calais | 
Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies; here do I throw down this, 

If he may be re repeal'd, to try his Honour. 

Bullmg. Th Differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 

Till Norfolk be repeal'd: Repeal'd he ſhall be; 

And though mine Enemy, reſtor'd again | 
To all his Lands and iories; when he's return'd, - 
Againſt Awnerle we will enforce his Trial, 

Carl. That honourable Day ſhall ne'er be ſeen. 

Many a time hath baniſht Norfolk fought 
For Jeſu Chriſt, in glorious Chriſtian ield 

Streaming the Enſign of the Chriſtian Croſs 
 Agaiaft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens: _ 
And toil'd with works of War, retir'd himſelf 
Io Hab, and there at Venice gave 

| His Body to that pleaſant Country's Earth, 
And hi; pure Soul unto o his Captain Cort, 
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Under wheſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 

Bulling. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 

Carl. As ſure as I live, my Lord. 

Bulling. Sweet Peace conduct his ſweet Soul 
To the Boſom of good old Abraham. 
Lords Appealants, your Differences ſhall all reſt under gage 
Till we aſſign you to your Days of Trial. 

Enter York. 


York. Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee = 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his bigh Scepter yields | 
To the Poſſeſſion of thy Royal Hand. 

Aſcend his Throne, delcending now from him, 
And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 

Bulling. In God's Name, I'll aſcend the Regal Throne, 
Carl. —_ , Heav'n forbid. 
Worſt in this Royal Preſence may 1 ſpeak, | 

Vet beſt 9 

Would God, that any in this noble — 

Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard, then true Nobleneſs would 
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a Wrong. 
| What Subject can give Sentence on his King? 
And who fits here that is not Richard's Subject? 
Thieves are not judg d, but they are by to bear, 
10 Although apparent Guilt be ſeen in them: 
And ſhall the Figure of God's Hl 
| His Captain, Steward, Deputy el 
„ Anointed, crown'd, w'd, ad placed „ 
| Be judg'd by Subject and inferior Breath, 
| And he bind me ok Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriſtian Souls refin'd 
Should ſhew ſo heinous, Beck obſcene a Deed. 
I ſpeak 8 ſpeaks, 
Stir d up by Heav'n, thus boldly for his King. | 
My Lord of Hersferd bere, whom you call King, ; 
ls a foul Traitor to proud Hereford's King. 

And if you crown him, let me propheſie, | 

The Bluod of Engliſh ſhall manure the Ground, 1 
Unit *. ed, © - 
Peace 
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Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 
Shall Kin with Kin, and kind with kind confound. 
Diſorder, Horror, Fear and Mutiny 
Shall here inhabit, and this Land be. call'd 
The Field of Golgotha, and dead Men's Sculls. 
Oh, if you rear this Houſe, againſt this Houſe, 
It will 5 wofulleſt Diviſion prove, | 
That ever fell upon this curſed Earth. 
Prevent it, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 
Leſt Child, Childs Children. cr againſt you, wo. 
North. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your Pains, 
Of Capital Treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My Lord of 'W+ fiminſter, be it your Charge, 
To keep him ſafely, cill his Day of Trial. 
May it pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit! 2 


Bulling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common View 


He may ſurrender: ſo we ſhall — ; 
Without Suſpicion. = 
| York. 1 will be his Conduct. es [Exit 

Bulling. Lords, you that are here under « our Arrett, 
Procure your Sureries for your Days of Anſwer: 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little look d for at your helping Hands. 
Enter King Richard and York. 
X. Rich. Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the regal Thoughts 
Wherewith I reiga d? I hardly yet have learn'd 
_ To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee, 
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me 
To this Submiſſion. Yet 1 well remember 
The favcurs of theſe Men: Were they not mine? - 
Did they not ſometime cry, All bail to me? 
| So Judas did to Chrift: Bur he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thouſand, none. 
God fave the King: Will no Man fay, Amen. 
Am ] both Prieſt and Clark? Well then, Amen. 
God ſave the King, although IS 
And yet Amen, if Heav'n do think him me. 

To To do woe Service, am I ſent for hither? - 


York. 
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York. To do- that Office of thine own good Will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer: _ 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crown - 

To Henry Bullingbroke. 3 | 
K. Rich. Give me the Crown; Here Couſin ſeize the Cro ven. 

Here Coufin, on this ſide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another, 

The emptier ever dancing in the Air, 

The other down, unſeen, and full of Water : 

That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, | 

Drinking my Griefs, whilſt you mount up on high. 

Bulling. I thought you had been willing to reign. 

K. Rich. My Crown I am, but ſtill my Griefs are mine: 
You may my Glories, and my State depoſe, 

But not my Griefs; till am I King of thoſe. 

Bulling. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. - 
1 K. Rich, Your Cares ſet up, do not pluck my Caresdown, 
My Care, is loſs of Care, by old Care done, 

% Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won. - 
10 The Cares I give, I have, though given away, 
They tend the Crown, yet ſtill with me they ſtay. 
Bulling. Are you contented to reſign the Crowu? 
R. Rich. I no; no 1, for I muſt nothing be: 
Thercforg no no, for I reſign to thee. 5 | 
Now, mark me how I will undo my ſelf; 
1 give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unwieldly Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly Sway from out my Heart, 
With mine own Tears I waſh away my Blame, 
With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my facred Srate, 
With mine own Breath releaſe all dutious Oaths: 
All Pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear: wy 
My Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo ; | 
ne. | My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny: = 
* God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all Vows unbroke are made. to thee; 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griey'd, 
And thou with all ONES haſt all atchiey'd; _ 
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Long may'ſt thou live in Richard's Seat to fit, 
And foon | hgonatcherd a Earthy Pit. 


God ſave King d Richard fy 
And ſend Ty * 4 Sun-ſhine Das, ; 
What more nao 1, ys | 


North. No more; but that you read 
Theſe Accuſations, and theſe grievous Crimes 
Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers, 
an the State and Profit of this Land: 
That by confeſſing them, the Souls of Men 
May deem that you are worthily 5d. 
K. Rich. Muſt 1 do ſo? And muſt I rayel out 
My weay'd-up Follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
It thy Offences were upon Record, 
| Would i it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a Troop, 
To read a Lecture of them? If thou wo Tt, 
There ſhould'ſt thou find one heinous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 

And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, . 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the Book of Heav'n: 15 
Nay, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me, 

Whilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait my ſelf, 
| Though ſome of you, with Pilate waſh your Hands, 

Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilates 
Have here delivered me to my ſower Crofs, 

And Water cannot waſh away your ar Sio. 

North. My Lord, diſpatch, read o'er theſe adds: 

X. Nich. Mine Eyes are full of Tears, I cannot ſee: 

And yet Salt-water blinds them not ſo much, 

But they can ſee a ſort of Traitors here, 

Nay, if I turg mine Eyes upon my ſelf, 

1 find my ſelf a Traitor with the reſt: 
For I have given here my Soul's conſent, 

Tundeck the pompous Body of a King; 

| Made Glory baſe; a Soyeraign, a Slave; 


Proud Majefty, a bps z State, a Peaſant. 


| North. My Lor 
EK. Rich, No Lord of thine, thou haught-inſuking as 


No, nor no Man's Lord: I have no Name, no Title; 
No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 11 
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But 'tis alurpt. Alack the heavy Day, 

That I have worn ſo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my ſelf. 
Oh, that I were a Mockery, 5s. Ih Snow, 
Standing before the Sun of 22 Ne 

To melt my ſelf avray in Water-drops. 


Good King, great King, and yet not greatly 15 ies 


And if my Ward be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror * ſtrei — 


; _—— ſhew me what a Face 1 


Since it is of his Majeſt 
Bulling. Go ſome of you — ach a Lookia Glaſs; 
North. Read o'er this Paper, while the Glaſs doth come, 
EK. Rich, Fiend, thou torment'| me, ere I come to Hell. 
Bulling. Urge it no more, my Lord Norchumberland. 
North. The Commons will not then be ſatisfy d. 
R. Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd: Il read enough, 5 
When I do ſee the very Book indeed, 
Where all my Sins are writ, and that's s my ſelf. 
Enter one with a Glaſh. 


Give me that Glass and therein will 1 read. 


No deeper Wrinkles yet? Hath Sorrow ſtruck | 
So many Blows upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glas} 
Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 
Thou doſt beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That every Day under his Houſhold-roof 
Did keep ten ne theuknd Mes! Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink? 
Is this the Face, which 170 ſo many Follies, 
That was at laſt out-fac'd by Bullingbroke 2 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle 2s the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is, — 7 in an hundred Sbivers. 
Mark, filent King, the Moral of this 
How ſoon my 2 hath deſtroy d my Face; 
Bulling. The Shadow of your Sorrow vey deſtroy'd * 
The Shadow of your Face. 
K. Rich. Say that again. 
The a of my Sorrow! ha lers ſee, 
N 4 IW 
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"Tis very true, my Grief lies all within, 

And theſe external Manners of Laments 

Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 

That ſwells with filence in the tortur'd Soul. 

There lies the Subſtance: And I thank _ King, 

For thy great Bounty, that not only _ 

Me Cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me 

How to lament the Cauſe. I'll beg one boon, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it? . 

Bulling. Name it, fair Couſin. 

K. Rich. Fair Couſin! I am greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects; being now a Subjec, 

I have a King here to my Flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg. 
Bulling. Let ask. 
EK. Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Bulling. You ſhall. OS 
EK. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 
Bulling. Whither ? 


K. Rich. Whither you will, ſo I were from your Fehts: | 


Bulling. Go ſome of you, convey him to the Tower. 
EX. Rich, Oh good; convey: Conveyers are you al, 

That riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall. 

Bulling. On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 

Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. 
Ex. all but Abbot, Biſhop of Carlifle and Aumerle, 

Abbor. A woful | Pageant have we here beheld. 

| Biſhop, The wo's to come, the Children yet unborn, 
| Shall feel this Day as ſharp to them as Thorn. | 

Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot 

To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot? 

Abbot. Before I freely ſpeak my Mind herein, 

You ſhall not only take the Sacrement, 

To bury mine Intents, but alſo to effect 

- Whatevyerl ſhall happen to deviſe. 

Il fee your Brows are full of Diſcontent, 1 

Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Tears. 

Come home with me to Supper, II lay a Plot 


: Shall. fheve ns all a Inerry Day.” I renne. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Queen and Ladies. 


ST. way the King will come: This is che way = 5 


To Fulins Ceſar's ill-ereted Tower, 
To whoſe flint Boſom, my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Priſoner, by proud Bullingbroke. 


here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Earth 


Have any reſting for her true King's Queen. 
Enter King Richard and Guards. 


But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 


My fair Role wither; ; yet look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſolye to D], 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love Tears. 
Thou the Model, where old Troy did ſtand, [To K. Rich, | 
Thou Map of Honour, thou King Richard's Tomb, 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous Inn, 
Why ſhould ard-favour'd Grief be lodg'd in thee, - 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houſe Gueſt? 
K. Rich, Join not with Grief, fair Woman, do not ſo, 
To make my End too ſudden : Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn Brother, Sweet, 
rim Neelys and he and I | 
wake e till Death. High thee to France, 
And Cloiter thee i in ſome Religious Houſe; _ 
Our holy Lives muſt win a new World's Crown, 
Which our prophane Hours here bave ſtricken down. 
Queen. What, is my Richard both in Shape and Mind 
Transform'd and weakened? Hath Bullingbroke 
Depos d thine Intellect? Hath he been in thy Heart? 
The Lion dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 
And woubds the Earth, if nothing elſe, with rage 
To be o'er-power'd: And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiſs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with baſe Humility, | 
Which art a Lion and a King of Beaſts? | 
K. Rich, A King of Beaſts indeed; if ought but Beaſts, 
L had been till a happy King of Men. 
Hood Dmetime, Queen prepare thee hence for France; 


Ns Think 
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Think I am dead, and that even here thou tak ſt. 
As from my Death-bed, my laft-living leave. 
In Winter's tedious Nights fit by the | Fire 
ih good a ood old Fo, and let them tell thee Toles 
Of wofu Ages, lon betide: 
And ere thou bid jab ht, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable Fall of me 
And ſend the Hearers Weeping to their Beds: 
For why? the ſenſeleſs Brands will ſympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving Tongue, 
And in Compaſſion weep the Fire out: | 
And V will N in er ſome coal black, 
For the depoſing o 44 tfu 
— 1 99 

North. My Lord, the Mind of Jullingbroke is chang'd 
Tou muſt to Fomfret, not unto the Tower, 
And, Madam, there is order ta en for you: 

With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France. 

EX. Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder x wherewithal 

rone, | 


The time not be many * of A 45 
More than it is, ere foul Sin, cad, 


Shall break into Corruption; t — 182 think. 
Though be divide the Realm, and give thee balf, 

It is too little, helping him to all: 

And he ſhall think, that thou which knowft the way 


To plant unrightful wx wilt know 
Being ne er ſo little angther way, 


To pluck him beadlong from ch uſurped Throne. 
The love of wicked Friends converts to Fear; 
That Fear to Hate; and Hate turns one, or | 
To 9 ap of and deſerved. Death. * 
North be on my Head, and there ap end. 


Take leave, 2 you muſt part forthwith. 
K. Rich. Doub ma i Bad Men, ye violate 


A two-fold Marriage; 'twixt my Crown and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married Wife. 
Let meunkiſctheOath/twixt * and me: [To the Au. 
And yet not fo, for with a Kiſs twas made. 
Part us, Nor land: I, towards the North, 
Where ſhivering Cold and Sickneſs pines the Clime: 


My 


When weeping made 


Where rude miſ-goyern' 


With flow, bur ſtately Pace, kept c on his Courſe: 
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My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth i in Pomp, 


She came adorned hither like ſweet May, 


Sent back like Hollowmaſs, or ſhorteſt Day. 
Queen And muſt we be divided? Muſt we part? | 
K. Rich. Ay, Hand from Hand, my Loye, and Heart 
from Heart. 
Queen. Baniſh us both, and ſend the King with me. 
North. That were ſome Love, but little Policy. 
. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
T. Rich. $0 two together — ping. make one wo. 


Weep thou for me in France; I tor thee here: 


Better far off than near, be ne er the near. , 
" count thy way with Sal I mine with Groans: 
Queen. So langeſt wa 


And piece the way out a heayy Feart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be brief, 


| Since wedding it there is ſuch length in Grief: 
One Kiſs ſhall ſtop our Mouths, and dumbly part; 
| Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy Heart. [They Ki 


in; 'twere no good — 


Queen. Give me mine ow 


To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 


So, now I have mine own again, be gone, [Kiſs again. 
That I may Grive to kill it with a Groan. jag 


K, Rich. We make Wo wanton with this fond delay: 


Once more adieu; the reſt let Sorrow he - _[Exeunc.: 


SCENE u. 


Enter York and his Dutcheſs... 
Dutch. 1 you told me you 
you break the wks wa of, 
Of our two Couſins coming into London. 
York. Where did I leave? © 
Dutch. At that fad ſtop, my Lord, 
2 Hands, from Windows tops, 
Threw Duſt and Rubbiſh on King Richard's Head. 
York: Then, as I faid, the Duke, great Bullingbroke, 


Mounted upon a hot and fiery RR 


Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 


| have the longeſt Moans. 
K. Rich, Twice for one 187 I groan, the 5 ſhort, 


would tell the reſt, 


While 


1 
| 
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While all Tongues cry'd, God fave thee, Bullingbroke. 
You would have thought the very Windews ſpake, 
So many greedy Looks of young and old, 
Throu h Caſements darted their defiring Eyes 

Upon his Viſage; and that all the Walls 

With painted Imagery had ſaid at once, 
| Jeſu preſerve thee, welcome Bullingbroke. | 

Whilſt he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare- headed lower than bis proud Steed's Neck, 
Beſpoke them thus; I thank you, Country- men; 
And thus ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. 

Dutch. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the will 

York. As in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men, 

After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his Prattle to be tedious: 
Even fo, or with much more contempt, Mens E es, 
Did ſcowle on Richard; no Man cry d, God fave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But Duſt was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 

His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles, 
The Badges of his Grief and Patience, 


That had not God, for ſome ſtrong Purpoſe, ſteel d 


The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, : 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pitied him. 
But Heav'n hath a Hand in theſe Events, 
To whoſe high Will we bound our calm Contents: 
To Bullingbroke are we {worn Subjects now, 
Whole State, and Honour, I for aye allow. 
Enter Aumerle. 

Dutch. Here comes my Son Aumerle. 
Pork. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richard's Friend. 
And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for his Truth, 
And laſting Fealty in the new-made King. — 
Dutch. Welcome my Son; who are the Violets now; 
That ſtrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring? 
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care, 


. 


Yea, lock ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the erer 


I fear, I fear. 


is nothing but ſome Bond, that bei is enter' e 5 14 


Boy, let me fee the Writing. 


of King Rrenann II. zor. 
God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 
York. Well, bear you well in this new. ſpring ol ane 


Leſt you be cropt before you come to prime. = 


What News from Oxford? Hold thoſe Juſts and Triumphs? j 
Aum. For ought I know, my Lord, they do. 3 
Tork. You will be there I know... | MISC) 1 
Aum. If God prevent me not, 1 purpoſe fo. - 
York, What Seal is that that hangs without thy then! ? 


—_—— HR 
— l 


Aum. My Lord, tis nothing. Eur 
York. No matter then wha Jes it. | — es 02.3 
1 will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the Writing. ” 
Au. 1 do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of ſmall Conſequence, - Tok 
Which for ſome Reaſons I weuld not have ſeen, 
York. Which for ſome 3 Sir, I mean to ſees 


[= 


——U—ʒ qL —— .. 


Dutch. What ſhould you fear? a Tinh we | 


For gay Apparel, againſt the Triumph. * TeX - 
York. Bound to himſelf? What doth he with 2 Bond. * 
That he is bound to? Wife, n art a Fool. E 


Aum. I do beſeech you pardon me, 1 may not der i it. 
Tork. 1 will be fati let me ſee it, I fay, _ F 
01 ee it, and reads. 
Treaſon! foul Treaſon! Villain, Traitor, Slave. 
Dutch. What's the matter, my Lord? 
York. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my Horſe, 
Heav'n for his Mercy; what Treachery is bere? 
Dutch. Why, what is t, my Lord} | 
York. Give me my Boots I ſay; ſaddle my Horſs 


= 8 — — * 4 — — — — — 1 
nem d ]7“ . - Wes 


| Now by my Honour, my Life, wy * 


I will appeach the Villain. : 
Dutch. What is the matter? RT: f 
| York. Peace, fooliſh Woman. tit 4 1 
Durch. I will not peace: What is the matter, Sn? 
| Anm. Good Mother be content, it is no more 


Than my poor Life muſt anſwer. 


. 00k Thy Life anſwer! 


Erie 
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Enter Servant with Boots. 

Vert. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King, 
Dutch. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor Boy, thas art amaz'd} 
Hence Villain, never more come in my Sight. 
Dek. n | 

Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſs of thine own ? 
Have we more Sons? Or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 
And wilt thou 4 my fair Son from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mother's Name? 
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine on? 

York. Thou fond mad Woman, | 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Conſpiracy ? 
— —— 
And i y have ſet their Hands 
To kill the King at Oxford 
Dutch. He ſhall be none: | 

We'll keep him here; tha what b dec co kim? 
Verk. Awray fond Woman, were be twenty times | 
My Son, I would appeach bim. 
Dutch. „ 1 
As 1 have done, thou _ - 
But now I know thy Mind; thou ſuſpect 
That I have been difloyal to thy Bed, : 
And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Son: 

Sweet Tork, fivect Husband, be not of that mind: 
He is as like thee, as a Man may be, 

Nor like to me, _ ay Way Rn, 
9 i i azat 
Tork. Make wa [Exits 
Dutch. n Mount thee upon his Horſe, 
Spur Poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy Pardon, ere he do aceuſe thee. 
m 434 behind; though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faſt as York: = 
And never will I riſe up from the Ground, 


— 2 . 


SCENE. 


To win thy After. love 1 pardon * 
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SCENE III. | 


Euter Bullingbroke, Percy, and whe Lak 
Bulling. Can no Man tell of my unthrif 
"Tis falls three Months fince I did Fe him 


If any Plague hang over us, 'tis he: 


I would to Heav'n, my Lords, he might be found! 
Enquire at London, * the Taverns there: : 


For there, they ſay, ily doth frequent,. 
With unreſtrained 28 | 
Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 


And rob our Watc „ and beat our Paſſengers, 
Which he, young, wanton, and effeminate Boy, 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 


So _— a Crew. 


ercy. My Lord, ſame two Days fince I fave the krach 


And 201 hin of the Triumphs held at Oxford, 


— And what faid the Gallant ? 
Percy. His Anſwer was; be would unto the Stews; 


Ani fem the cone 'ft Creature pluck a Glove 


And wear it as a Fayour, and with that 


He would unhorſe the luſtieſt Challenger. Y "XS 
Bulling. As diſſolute as deſp rate, yet through both 
1 ſce ſome of better which Days 
May happily forth. But who comes here? 
Euter Aumerle, 


Aun. Where is the King? 


Bulling. What means our Couſin, that be flares | 
And looks ſo wildy? 


Aum. God ſave your Grace. I do beſeech your Majeſty 
To have ſome conference with your Grace alone. 
Bulling. Withdraw your He and leave us here alone: 
X What is the matter with our Coufin now ? 


Aum. For ever may my n to the * * | 


My Tongue cleave to my gay Laing 


Unleſs a Pardon, ere I riſe or ſpeak 


Bulling. Intended or committed was a TOY 
If on the firſt, how heinous ere it be, 


an 


1 
1 
1 
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Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no Man enter till the Tale be done. 
Bulling. Have thy defire. [Tork within. 
York. My Liege beware, look to th ſelf, 
Thou haſt a Traitor in thy Preſence there. 

Bulling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. 

Aum. Stay thy rerengeful Hand, thou haſt no cauſe to fear 

York. Open the Door, ſecure fool-hardy King: 

Shall 1 for love ſpezk Treaſon to thy Face? ] 
Open the Door, or I will break it open. 
. ir York. ? 

Bulling. What is the matter, n recover breath. 0 
Tell us ho near is danger, G 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruſe this Writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. - 5 
Aum. Remember as thou read'ſt, thy Promiſe n 

I do repent me, read not my Name —_ © 
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand 8 

Werk. It was, Villain, ere thy Hand did ſet it down. : 

I tore it from the Traitor's Boſom, King. | 

Fear, and not Love; Nr his Pemitence ; 


— 0 
a 


Forget to pity him, left thy Pity prove 15 
A Serpent, that will fling thee to the Heart. 5 : 


Bulling. O heinous, ſtrong, and bold — 5 
O loyal Father of a treachereus Son: 
Thou ſheer, immaculare, and Silver Fountain, 
From whence this Stream, through muddy Paſſages 
Hath had bis Current, and defl'd himſelf, 
Thy overflow of goad, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant Goodheſs fhall excuſe | 
This deadly Blot, in thy digreſſing Son. 
erk. So ſhall my Virtue be his Vice's Bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour with his = 
As thriftleſs Sons their ſcraping Father's Gold. 
Mine Honour lives when his Diſhonour dies: | | 
Or my ſham'd Life in his Diſhonour lies: F - 
Thou kill'f#me in his Life, giving him breath, - ; 
The Traitor lives, the true Man's put to Death. 
[Dutcheſs within, 
Duc. What ho, my Lege! for Heay' ns fake let me in] 
Bulling | 
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Bulling. What ſhrill-yoic'd . makes this eager 


cry? 

Dutch. A Woman, and thine Aunt, great King, 'ris I. 
Speak wich me, pity me, open the Door, ; | 
A Beggar begs, that never begg d before. 7 in 

Bulling. Our Scene is alter d from a ſerious thing, 8 1 
And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King: f 5 
My dangerous Couſin, let your Mother in, ö 
1 know ſhe's come to pray for your foul Sin: i 
Tork. If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 8 1 1 
More Sins for this forgiveneſs proſper may 
This feſter'd Joint cut-off, the reſt reſts ſound, 

This let alone, will all the reſt confound. - 
5 Enter Dutcheſs. 

Dutch. O King, believe not this hard- hearted Man, 
Love, loving not it ſelf, none other can. | | | 

York. Thou frantick Woman, what doſt thou do here? 1 
Shall th thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear? . | 

Dutch, Sweet York be ney. hear me, yu Liege. | 
[Kneols, 


Bulling . Riſe Aunt: 
Dach. Not 6x 4 food beſeech; 
For ever will 1 kneel upon my 3 
And never ſee Day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give Joy, until thou bid me Joy, wy: 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſſi 25 [ 
Aum. Unto my Mother O — 1 Rd. my Knee. - 
[ Kneels. — 


York. Againſt them both,my true joints bended be. [ Kneels, 
Durch. Pleads he in earneſt? Look upon his Face; 
His Eyes do drop no Tears, his Prayers are in jeſt;  ” 

His Words come from his Month, .ours from our 1 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny d, 

We pray with Heart and 2 and all beſide. 

His weary Joints would gladly riſe, I "1 1 4825 

Our Knees ſhall kneel, till to — . _ grow. 

His Pra ers are full of falſe Hypocriſie, F 
Ours of true Zeal, and deep Integrity: Toll 111 5 
— 1 Mir rhan hand * 
That rey, which true Prayers ought to have. 


— 
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Bulling. Good Aunt ftand up. 
Dub. Nay, do not ſay RT wp, 

But pardon firſt, e ſtand up. 
And if I were thy Nurſe, thy Tongue to 
e 
I never long d to hear a Word till now: 
Say Pardon, King, let pity teach thee how. 
The Word is ſhort, but not fo ſhort as foveet, 
No Word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths ſo meet. 
York. Speak it in French, King, ſay Pardonnex. mey. 


2 Doſt theu teach Pardon, Pardon to deſtroy? 


ſowre Husband, my hard- hearted Lord, 

ö That ken the Word it ſelf, againſt the Word. 
Y — Pardon as tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not underſtand. 
Thine Eye begins to ſpeak, ſet thy Tongue de: 

Or in — piteous Heart. Nu Ear, 

That hearing hem our Plants and Prayers do pierce, 
Ir Pardon to rehearſe. 1 
VE: Good Aunt . 
Dutch. I do not ſue to 

Parqon is all the Suit 1 have in hand. 
i n him, as Heav'n ſhall 


| Ditch, O y Vantage of a kneeling Kee; 
| Yet am I ſick for Fear tea ic oa, 


Twice ſaying Pardon, not a twain, 
But nw a. Pardon 
Bulling. 1 pardon him wi all my Heart. 
Durch. A Gad on Earth thou art. 


Bulling. Bur Fo our truſty kran n mu, be Abbot, 


With all the reft of that conſorted Cre, 
Deſtruction ftreight ſhall dog them at the Heels. 
Good Uncle help to order ſeveral Powers 
To Oxford, or here - e er theſe Traitors are: 
ſhall not live within this World, I — 
Bout will have them once know where. 


e . 
Your Mother well L. and prove you true. 
Dutch. A kts bon, I prop Hearn make ths 


Eiter 


TEM me. | 
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Enter Exton and a Servant. 
Ex:0n.Didft thou not mark the Ki what Words be ſpake? 
Have I no Friend will rid me of living Fear. 


Was it no fo? 


' Serv. Thoſe were his very Words. 


Exten. Have I no Friend? quoth he; he ſpake it twice; : 


And urg d it twice together; did he not? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look d on me, 
As who ſhall ay, | wants chan ware the Men 
That would divorce this Terror from my Heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomfree, Come, let's go, 


1 am the King's Friend, and will rid his Foe. [Exexant; 


SCEN E IV. A Prijon. 
| Enter King Richard. 


Z X. Rich. 1 have been ſtudying, how to 


This Priſon where I live, unto the World; 
And for becauſe the World is populous, 
And here is not a Creature but my ſelf, 

I cannot doit; yet II hammer't out. 

My Brain, Ill _ the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father; and theſe two beget. 
A Generation of ſtill breeding Thoughts; 3 
And theſe ame Thoughts people this little Warld 
In Humours, like the People of this World, 

For no Thought is contented. The better Sort, 

As Thoughts of things divine, are intermixt 

With Scruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelf 


Againſt the Faith; asthusz come little ones; and then again; 


It is as hard to come, as far a Camel 


— thread the Poſtern of a Needle's Eye. 


Thoughts tending to Ambition; they do plat 
— Wonders; how theſe vain weak Nails. 
ay tear a Paſſage through the flinty Ribs 
Of this hard World, V ragged Priſon Walls: 


And for they cannot, die in their own Pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, fatter themſelyes, That 
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4 
| 
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That they are nor the firſt of Fortune's Slaves, 
Nor ſhall not, be the laſt. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stacks, refuge their Shame 
That many have, and others muſt fir there; 
And in this Thought, they find a kind of Eaſe, 
Bearing their own Misfortune on the Back 
Of ſuch as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Priſon, many People, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King, 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelf a Beggar, 
And ſo I am. Then cruſhing Penury | 
Perſuades me, I was better when a King; 
Then am J king'd again; and by and by, 
Think that 1 am unking'd by Ballimgbroke, 5 
And ſtreight am nothing. But vyhat e er I am, L Muſick. 
Nor I, nor any Man, that but Man is. 
With nothing ſhall be pleas d, till he be eas d 
With being nothing. Muſick do I hear? 
Ha, ha; keep time: How ſower ſweet Muſick is, 
When time is broke, and no Proportion kept? 
So is it in the Muſick of Mens Lives; | 
And here have 1 the Daintineſs of Ear, 
To here time broke in a diſorder d String; 
| But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had nor an Ear to hear my true Time broke: 
1 waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me. 
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock: 
My Thoughts are Minutes; and with Sighs they 54 
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Their Watches to mine Eyes, the outward Wat 
 Whereto my Finger, like a Dial's Point. 
Is pointing ſtill, im cleanſing them from Tears. 
No, Sir, the Sound that tells what Hour it is 
Are clamorous Groans, that ſtrike upon my Heart. 
Which is the Bell; fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
 Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poſting«on, in Bullingbroke's proud Joy, 
While I ſtand fooling here, his Jack 'o'th' Clock. 
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more; 
For though it have holp mad Men to their Wits, 3 
. Tie enn u 
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"of King Rien ARD II. 39g 
in me it ſeems, it will make wiſe Men mad. 
Let bleſſing on his Heart that gives it me, 
For tis a Sign of Love; and Love to Richard, 
s a ſtrange Brooch, in this all- -hating World. 
Enter Groom. 
Groom. Hail, royal Prince. 
EK. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. | 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten Groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com'ſt thou hither, | 
Where no Man ever comes, but that fad 
That brings me Food, to make Misfertu her. L 
Groom. | was a poor Groom of thy Stable King. 
When thou wert King, who travelling towards Lort, 
With much ado, at length have gotten Leave, 
To look upon my, ſometimes Royal, Maſter's Face. 
O bow it yearn' my Heart, when I beheld b 
In London Streets, that Coronation Day; ; 
When Bullingbroke rode on roan 
That Horſe, that thou ſo often haft beftrid; | 
That Horſe, that 1 fo carefully have dreſs 0c. 
EK. Rich. Rode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle Friend, 
How went he under him? 
Groom. So proudly, as if he had Giſdain'd the Ground. 
K. Rich. So proud that Bullingbroke was on his Back! 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my royal Hand. 
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble? Would he not fall down, 
Since Pride muſt have a fall, and break the Neck 
Of that proud Man, that did uſurp his Back? 
_ Forgiveneſs, Horſe; why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by Man, 
Waſt born to bear? I was not made a Horſe, 
And yet I bear a Burthen like an Aſs, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyr d by jauncin Bullngbroke, 
Ber Keeper with a Diſh. 
Reep. Fellow, give Place, here i is no longer ſtay: 


[To the Groom. | 
K. Rich, If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert ms 
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—_ What my Tonguedares not, Gs my ut fl 


My Lord, willt pleaſe you to fall to? 
27 Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do. 

My Lord, I dare not; Sir Pierce of Exton, 
who lucy tely came from th' King, commands the contrary, 


yr K. Rich, The Devil take Nang 1 = 


xa, new now? What means Death in this rude 
t 

Villain, e den e 
Go thou and fill another n in Hell 


That Hand ſhall bura in never-quenchi 
That thus my Perſon, Exton, * 
Hlath wi the King's Blood flain 'd the 's own Land, 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is up on high, 
Whilſt my groſs Fleſh bub downward here to die. ¶ Dia. 
aon. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 
| Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the Deed were good 
For now the Devil that told me | did well, | 
Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. 

This dead King to the living King I Il bear, 3 

n and give them burial here. 2 


; SCENE V. 
Hoariſh: Enter Bulliogbroke, roke, York, with other Lords and 


Bulling. Uncle York, the lateſt News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have conſum d with Fire 
Our Tow of Ciceſter in Glouceſterſhire; | 
But whether they be ta en or (lain, we hear not. 
Enter Northumberland. 
Welcome my Lord: What is the News? 
North. Firſt to thy ſacred State wiſh I all 
The next News is, I have to Lor den ſeat 
The Heads of Salisbury, St encer, Blut and Kent, 


inz{5; 


The 


3 : 


The 


7 Thy bury'd Fear. 


The manner of their 


taking may appear 


Julling. We thank thee; gentle Percy, for thy Pains, 
And to thy Worth will 26d right worry Gains. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to Londen 
The Heads of Brocras, and Sir Bennet Seely ; N 


Two of the dangerous conſorted Traitors, 


That ſought at Oxford thy dire Overthrow. I 
Bulling. Thy Pains, Fitz water, ſhall not be forgot, 
Right noble is thy Merit, well I wot: 
Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle. 
Percy. The grand Conſpirator of Weſiminſler, 
With clog of Conſcience, and ſour Melanchoily, 
Hath yielded up his Body to the Grave; 


But here is Carliſſe, living to abide 
Thy kingly Doom, and Sentence of his Pride. 


Bulling. Carlifle, this is your Doom: 


Chuſe out ſome ſeeret Place, ſome reverend Room 


More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy felt: 


So as thou liv'ſt in Peace, die free from Strife. 


For though mine Enemy thou haſt ever been, 
High Sparks of Honour in thee I have ſeen. 

„ Enter Exton with s Coffin. 
Exton. Great King, Within this Coffin I preſent 
in all breathleſs lyes 
eſt Enemies, 


The mightieſt of thy 


Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. 3 
Bulling. Exton I thank thee not, for thou haſt wrought 


A Deed of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand, 
| Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. 


Exton, From your own Mouth, my Lord, did I this Deed. 
Bulling. They love not Poiſon, that do Poiſon need; 


| Nor do 1 thee, though I did wiſh bim dead; 


I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered. 


The Guilt ot Conſcience take thou for thy Labour, 
But neither my good Word, nor princely Favour. 
With Cain go wander through the Shade of Night, 


And never ſhew thy Head by Day, nor Light, 
5 . Lords, 
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At diſcourſed in this Paper here. [Preſenting a Paper, 
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Lords, I proteſt my Saul is full of. Wo. * 
That Blood Mould iprinkls ue, and make me grow. 5 
— Cons mourn with me, for that I do , W 
And put on ſullen Black incontinent: r 

IIl make a Voyage to the Holy Land, 
Te waſn this Blood off from — gulty Hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my r here, 


In weeping 951 we untimely Ker kee, mu. 
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Archbiſhop of York, eee 
Doweglaſs, 

Owen Glendower, | 

Sir Richard Vernon, 

Sir Michell, 5 


Si Walter lane 
Lords attending the King. 


* 1 Chamberlain, Drawers, an, Carrier Tra | 
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FF 
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Worceſter, "0 
Northumberland, 
Hot Spur, 2 | 


„ 


Weſtmorland, 


Percy, Wi to Het-Spur. | | | N | 
Mortimer, 1 8 10 oe, and n ä | 


* 


Hoſe 
ws and Artendants. 
SCENE ENGLAND. | 


The 


The Firſt Part of 


HENRY. W. 


| With we Life and Death of 


Eu sirnam d Eu ha. 5 
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ACT 1 SCENE 1 


Enter King Henry, Td John of Lancaſter, Ewt 
of Weſtmorland, and others. 


King HENRY. 


WES — 
. we atimetor Peace to pant. 
222 ſhort-winded accents of 
new Broils 
To be commenc'd in Stronds afar re- 
mote: 
— No more the thivfty Entrance of this Soil | 
Shall damp her Lips with her own Childrens Blood : on 
No more ſhall trenchiug War channel her _ 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoots 
Of Hoſtile Paces. Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 
i Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heay'n, | . 
he Vor. III. 2 8 . „ en e 
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Shall now in mutual w 


And many limits of the 
But yeſternight: When all athwart there came 


Leading the Men of Herefordſhire to fight | 
Againſt the irregular and wild. Glendomer. 


By thoſe Weiſhmomen done, as may not be, 
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All of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock, 
And * cloſe of civil — 


March all one way, and be no more opp 0 


ainſt Acquaintance, Kindred, an = ; 
The edge of War, like an — el 
No 08 ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore, Friends, 


as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt, 
YA Soldier now, under whaſe bleſſed Croſs 


We are impreſſed, and ingag d to fight, - 


Forthwith a Power of Engliſh ſhall we levy, 


Whoſe Arms were moulded in their Mother's Womb, | 


To chaſe theſe Pagans i in thoſe holy Fields, 
Over whole Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet 


Which fourteen hundred Years ago were. nail'd 


For our Advantage on the bitter Croſs. 
But this our purpoſe is a Twelyemonth old, 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 
* we meet not now. Then let me hear 


| 4 e Couſm }# 
| 5 yeſt t our Cbuncil did 


In forwarding "this dear Expedience my 
Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 
ſet down 


A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 


Was by the rude 412 of that Welſhman taken, | | 
And a thouſand of his People butchered; | 
Upon whoſe dead Corps there was ſuch miſuſe, PF» 
Such beaſtly, fhameleſs 'Fransformation, 


Without much ſhame, be told or ſpoken of. TOR 
EX. Henry. It ſeems then, that the tidings of this Broil 
Brake off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land. 5 
Weſt. This, matcht with other like, my gracious Lord; 
Far more uncyen and unwelcome News | 
Came 
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Came from the North, and thus it did report 


On Holy-rood Day, the llant Hot. ſpur chere, 
| Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 


That ever · valiant and approved Scor. 
At Holmedon met, where they did ſpend 
A ſad and bloody Hour: 


As by diſcharge of their 


Artillery 

And ſhape of likelihood the News was ; told: 
For he that brought them, in the very Hear 
And pride of their Contention, did take Horſe, 
Uncertain of the Iſſue any way. 

K. Henry, Here is a dear and true induftriors Fried, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horle, 
Stain'd with the variation of each Soil, 


Betwixt the Holmedos, and this Seat of ours: OT: 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News. 


The Earl of Dowglas is difcomfired, 

Ten thouſand bold Scets, two and twenty Knights 
Balk d in their own Blood did Sir Malter ho £ J 
On Holmedon's Plains. Of Priſoners, e took 
Mordgke. Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son . 

To beaten Dowglas, and the Earl of Athol, 

Of „Angus, and Menteith. 

And is not this an Honourable Spoil? 


A gallant Prize? Ha, Coufin, is it not? In faith i it is, 


pe, A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. | 
.Yea, there thou mak'ft me ſad and mak ſtein] | 


hs envy, chan my Lord Northumberland | — 


Should be the Father of fo bleſt a Son; 

A Son, who is the Theam of Honour's Tongue: 
Amongſt a Grove, the very ftreighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: 
Whilft 1 by looking on the Praiſe of him, 


See Riot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 


Of Harry. O that it could be proy'd, 
That foe ight-tripping Fairy had exchang'd, 


in Cradle Cloaths, our Ghildrea where they lay, | 


And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagener ; 

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine: 

But * 880 What think you Coz. 
O3 of 


by Phabus, 
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Of this young ercy's Pride? The Priſoners, 
Which he in 15 Adventure hath ſurpriʒ d, 
To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me Word 

1 ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 


Weſt. This is his Uncle's teaching, this is Warcefer, 
| Walevolent to you in all Af 


Which makes-him prune himſelf, and briftle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 
EK. Henry. But I have ſent or hogs to anferer this 
And for this Cauſe a while we muſt 
Our holy Purpoſe to Feruſalem. 
Coufin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold | 
a Windfor, ſo 3 2 Lords, | 

come your ſelf with ſpeed to us 3 
For more is to be ſaid, RIS | 
Than out of Anger can be uttered. 1 8 FA 
| — I wil, 71 R Ley; IExeunt. 


3 


| Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falfaft, 
27 Now Hal, what time of Day is it, Lad 
P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after , and ſleeping up- 
on Benches in the 712 that t ou haſt forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou would'ſt truly know. What 
Devil haft thou to do with the time of the Day? unleſs 
Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Caper and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping- Houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelf, a fair hot 
Wench in Fame · colour d Taffata, I ſee no Reaſon why thou 

| fhouldſt be ſo ſuperfluous, to demand the time of the Day. 
Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven Stars, and not 
that wandring Knight ſo fair. And I 
pray thee, ſweet Wag, when — art King ——as God, 
fave thy Grace, Majeſty I ſhould ſay, for Grace thou wilt 

| have none. — » 


F. * What! none? 5 


1 


„ a th a6 Mit di 


verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Mi 
Moon, under whoſe 1 we ſteal. | 
F. Henry. Thou ſay ſt well, and it holds well too; forthe 


like the Sea, 

As for Proof, now; A Purſe of Gold moſt relolutely ſnatch'd 
dnn Monday Night, and moſt diſſolutely ſpent x4 Tueſday 

Morning; got withſwearing, Laid by; and ſpent with cry- 
ing. Bring in: Now in as low an Ebb, as the Foot of the Lad- 
dier; and by and by in as high a flow as the Tide of theGallows. 


| the Tavern a 130 ſweet Wench? 


that thou art Heir apparen 
| ſhall there be Gallows Randing | in England when thou art 
King? and Reſolution thus f 
curdb of old Father Antick the Law? Do not thou when 
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Fal. No, not fo much as will ervetobe Prologue to 
and Butter. 
F. Henry. Well, how then? Come roundly, roundly. 


Fial. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art Ki let 
not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be calls 


Thieves of the Day's Beauty. Let us be Diana's Foreſters, 
Gentlemen of hs Shade, Minions of the Moon; and 


Jet Men ſay, we be Men of good Government, W go- 


the ; 


Fortune of us that are the Moon's Men, doth ebb and flow 
govern'd as the Sea is, by the Moon. 


Fal. Thou fay' true, Lad: And is not my Hoſteſs of 


F. Henry. As is the Honey, my old Lad of the Caſtle; 


and is not a Buff. Jerkin a moſt ſweet Robe of durance? 
5 ay How, how? How now mad Wag? What, in thy 


Quips and thy Quiddities? What a plague have i to do 
._ 


a Buff-Jerkin? 


Henry. iy, whats Per have I to do with my Ho- 


gelt of the Tavern ? 


Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to « reckoning many a 
time and oft. ; 


P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy Part? 


Fal. No, Fll give thee thy due, thou halt paid all there. 


P. Henry. Yea, and elſewhere, fo far as my "Coin would 


ſtretch, and where it would not, I have us d my Credit. 
Fal. Yea, and ſo us d it, that were it here aparent, 


t—— But I prithee ſweet Wag, 


thou art a King, hang a Thief. 
F. Henry. Ne; chou 1. 
4 


b'd as it is, with the ruſty 


Fal. 
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= ey: is In be a brave Judge. 


| udgeſt falſe wes ; 1 — thou ſhale 
Bar 1 4 banging ng of beg theThieyes, and ome a rare Hang. 


Fu. Well, Hal, well; ill ii Bike int {juan oi 
my Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I cantell you: 
P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaini ing of Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Ward I 2m as melancholy as 2 
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg d Bear. 

Pi. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute. 
Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 

F. Henry. What lay ſt thou to a Hare, or the 
1y of Moor- Ditch : 
Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Si miles, and art indeed 
the moſt comparativeraſcalleft ſweet young Prince-----But, 
Hal, I prithee trouble me no more with Vanity; I would 


thou and I knew, where a Commodity ofgood ames were 


to be bought: An old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other Day in the Street about you, Sir; but I mark'd him 


nat, and yet he talk d very wiſely, and in the Street too. 


P. Henry. Thou didſt well; for no Man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art indeed 2. 
ble to corrupt a Saint. * Thou haſt done much harm unts 

me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal, 

I knew nothing; and now l am, if a Man ſhould ſpeak truly, 

little better than one of the Wicked. I muſt give over this 

Life, and I will give it over; and I do not, I am a Villain, 

PH be damned for never a King's Son in Chriftendom. 

P. Henry, Where ſhall we take a Purſe to Morrow, Fack? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'll make one; and I do 
not, call me Vilain, and baffle me. 

F. Henry. Iſee a good Amendment of Life in thee, from 
Praying to Purſe- 
Fal. Why, Hol, tis tay Vocation, Hl. 'Tis no fin for 

_ aMantola in his Vocation. «a: / 

Enter Poins. 

. Poins. Now ſhall we nouv if Gads-bill have ſet a Watch. 
O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit; what Hole in Hell 

were hot enough for him? This is the moſt omnipotent 

Villain, that ever ery d, Stang, & to a true Man. 


King Hznay TV. 


P. Henry, Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins, Good Morrow. ſweet Hal. What ſay s Monſieur 
Remorſe? What ſays Sir John Sack and Su ? Jack! 
e , that thou 
ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a Cup of Maders, 
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and a cold Capo 
P. Henry. Sir 4 Reads to bbs Werd. the Devil Quill 
have his Ba CIs was never Jet a breaker of 


verbs; He will l 3 


| Poins. Then Att thou damn d for keeping thy Word with | 


the Devil 


P. Henry. EIG he had been daran'd for cozening the Devil. 
Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morraw Morning, by 
four aClock early at Gad. Hill; there Oda op going to 
— — and ers riding to 


London with fat Purſes, have Vizarc ds for y=u all; you 
have Horſes for your ſelves; Gads-Hill lies to Night in Ro- 
_ chiſter, I bave beſpoke Suppen to, marrow Eaſt cheap; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep: pa pag I wil 


y—_ Purſes full of Crowns; if you will not, tarry at home 


and be hang d. 


Fal. Hear he Yedward, if Ltaryy has, His ao, 
Ill hang you for going, 
Poms. You will, Chops? | 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make ole? 

F. Hemy. N e. not I. 


Fal. There's neither Honeſty, Manhood, norgood Fellows 
ſhip in thee, nor thou cam not of the Blood-Royal, 
thou dar ſt not ſtand for ten Shillings 


P. Henry. wel then ence in my ö.) rte: aner 
Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. 
P. Hemp. Well. come what. will, I'll. tarry at home. 
Fal. I'll be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 
P. Henry. I care not. 


Poins. Sir Fohn, 1 prihee. leave thePrigceand mealone, 5 


I will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Adventure, that 
| he ſhall go. 


Fal. Well, may'@thoubavgtheSpiric of Perſuaſion, and 
he the Ears of — that hat thou ſpeak ſt may 


move, and what he bears may be beliey d; — —Sarad 


O * Prince 


_— ſap. Farewel. 
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Prince may, for Recreation ſake, prove a falſe Thief, for 
the poor Abuſes of the time, want Countenance. Farewel, 
you ſhall find me in 

P. Henry. Fare wel * Spring. Farewel allhollown | 
Summer. I. 
|  Poins. Now, my I ſweet hony Lord, ride with us to 

morrow. I haye a Jeſt to execute, that I cannot manage a- 
lone. Falflaff, Harvey, Roffil, and Gads-Hill,' ſhall rob 
_ thoſe Men that we have already way-laid ; your ſelf and I 
will not be there; and when they bl have the _—_ — ay 
and J do not rob them, cut this Head from my Shoulders. 
F. Henry. But how ſhall ye part with them in ſetting forth? 

Poins, Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, and 
2 them a Place of — recom at our plea- 
ure to fail; and then will ture upon the Exploit 
| themſelves, which they tare no ſooner atchiev d, but we l 
let * them. 

4 . Henry. Ay but is like that they will know us by 

our Horſes, by our Habits, and by every other Appoint- 
ment to be our ſelves. E 

 Peoins. Tut, out Horſes they ſhall not ſee, l tye them 
tn the Wood; our Vizards we will change afterwe leave 
them; and Sirrah, I have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce 
te immask our noted outward Gar ments. 
P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Point. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
bred Cowards as ever turn d back; and for the third, if 
be fight longer than he ſees Reaſon, JI forſwear Arms. 
The virtue of this Jeſt will be, the incomprehenſible Lies 
tat this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper; 
how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what Words, what 
Blows, what Extremities he endured ; and in the Reproot 
_ of this, hes the * 

Fi. Henry, We in go with ge 
, and meet me to morrow ht in Eaſt. cheap, 


Foeins. Fare wel, my Lord. 1 Exis Poins, 

F. Henry. 1 know you all, and will n 
The unyok'd Humour ef your Idlenels; 
„ 


my, > we. WO & EN yu 


EY 
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Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To ſmother up his Beauty from the World; 
That when he pleaſe again to be bimſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 


By breaking 5 through the foul and ogy Miſts 


Of Vapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him 
If all the Year were playing Holidays, 


To ſport would be as tedious as to work; | 
| But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 


And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents. 


So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 


And pay the Debt I never promiſed; 

By bow much better than my Word I am, 

By fo much ſhall I falfifie Mens Hopes; 

And like bright Mettal on a ſullen Ground 

My Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more od 
Than that which hath no Soil to ſet it off. 

Il ſo offend, to make Offence a Skill, 


= Redeeming time, when Men think leaſt 1 will. [Ex. 


SCENE Ii. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot-ſpur, | 


Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 


K. Henry. My Blood hath been too cold and ternperate, 


Unapt to ſtir at theſe Indignities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 


| You tread upon my Patience: But be ſure, 

I will from hencetorth rather be my ſelf, | 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my Condition, IR 
| Which hath been ſmooth as Oy], 1 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpect, 


Which the proud never pays, but to the proud. 


Wor. Our Houſe, my Soveraign Liege, little deſerves 
The Scourge of Greatneſs be his it, 


And that ſame Greatneſs too, which our own Hands, 


Have holp to make fo portly. 
North. My Lord | 


EK. Hany. rede kee thee goue, for | do fee 


115 
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Danger and Diſobedience in thine Eye. 

O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and — 
And Majeſty might never yet endure = 
The moody Frontier of a Servant Brow, 5 
You have good Leave to leave us. When we need 
| Your Uſe and Counſel, we Hall ne Tor 1 

Exit Worceſter. 
You were about to 2 ” [To * 
North. Yes, my good | 

Thoſe Priſoners in one — Name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedan took, : 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch * deny d 

As was deliver d to your Majeſty. 
Wbo ever through Envy , or Miſprifion, : 

Was guilty of this. Faule, 9 Son. 
Het. My Liege, 1 did den 
But, I remember when the — done, 


| When I was dry with Rage, aud extream Toil, 


Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 


Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreſe d: 
Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new yd, 
Shew'd like a Stubble Land at Harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And twirt his Finger and bis Thamb, be held 
A — Ag — 3 =_ anon 
He gave his Noſe, t away = 
Who therewith angry, when it — there, 
Tock it in Snuff. And ſtill he fmil'd and talk d; 
And as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, 
Hie call'd them untaught Knaves, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unbandſome Coarſe 
Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Lady Terms 
He queſtion'd me: Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 
I then all-ſmarting with my Wounds, being cold, 
To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay, 1 
Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, 
Anſwer d, negleQingly, I know not what, 
He ſhould or ; for he made me mad, 


1 


To 


Was Parmacity, for an inward 


| But with Proviſd and 
That we at our on Charge, Gall ranſorn freight | 


To fre bins EEE 
And talk fs: like a 

Of Guns, and Drums, — God fave the Mark; 
And telling me, tha * 8 on *. 


And that it was great 
The villainous n 


— SEL =, | 
So cowardly, 1 theſe vile Guns, 
He would have been a goldier- 

This bald, — Chat of his, my Lord, 

Made me to anſwer indirectly, as 1 had, 

And I beſeeck you, lat not this —— 


| Come currant for an 2 


What ever — r 7 U 
To ſuch a Perſon, — a Place, 


At ſuch a Time, with all the reſt retold, 
May reaſonably die, and never rife 


To in hits or any way 1mpeach 3 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſaytit now... 


K. Henry. Why yer doth he deny is bie. 
Exception, 


His Brother- in- Lay, the fooliſh Mortimer, 

Who, in my Soul, hath. wilfully betray'd 

The Lives i that he 8 

Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendower, 

Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 

Hath lately marry'd. . Shal- our Coffers.then 

Be empty'd, to — a Traitor home? 

Shall we 4 Treaſon? and indent with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themicives ? 


No; on the barren Mountains, let him ſtarve; 


For 1 ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, 
Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penny Colt 
To ranſom home revolted Meier. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer? I 
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He never did fall off, re. ne 
But by the Chance of War; to that true, 
for all thoſe Wounds, 


Needs no more but one Tongue, 

Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which —— he — 

| bay on the gentle Severn's Sedgie Bank, 
— —— | 

He confound the beſt of an Hour 


Receive ſo many, and all willingly ; IN 
Then let him not be ſlander d with Revolt. . 
EK. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Porey, thou doſt belie 


He never did encounter with Glendower ; 


I tell thee, he durſt as well have met the Devil alone, 
| As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 
Art thou not aſham'd ? But, Sirrah, benceforth 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 1 
| Send me your Priſoners with the ſpoedieſt Means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe ye. My Lord Northumberland 


We licenſe your with your Son. 
PF 'l hear of it. 
5 I Exit K. Henry: 


Hot. And if the Devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them. I will after ftreight 
And tell him ſo; for I will eaſe my Heart, 
9 h it be with hazard of my Head. 
North. What, drunk e Rayand pauſe awhile, 
7 Here « comes your Uncle. 

prey Enter Worceſter, 1 
| Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 
Yes, I will peak of fin, and Jt wy Sl 


Want 
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Want Mercy, if I do not join with him. 

In 1 = all thoſe Veins, 25 Dus, 

And my dear F 

But I will fe the — hrs — : 
As high Ith' Air as this unthankful King, 

As this ingrate and cankred Bullmgbroke. 


North. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad 


1 
_ Wor. Who firook this Heat up after I was gone? 


Fot. He will, forſooth, have all my 5 

And weben L gd the Rand ence ain 

Of my Wife's Brother, then his Cheek Iook d 

And on my Face he turn'd an Eye of Death, 

Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer. 
Mir. 1 cannot blame him; was he not proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? | 
| North, He was: I heard the Proclamation; 
And then it was, when the 


; (Whoſe Wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
p Upon his Ii ition ; | 
From whence, he in | un 
To be depos d, and y murthered. 


Wor. Ad for whoſe Death, we in the World vide Moutk | 
Live ſo ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. 
Hot. But ſoft, I pray you; ” did King Richard then 
Proclaim my Brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown? 
North. He did; my ſelf did hear it. Fe 
Hot, Nay, then 1 cannot blame bis Couſin King, | 
That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtary d. 
y. But ſhall it be, „eln bi 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his ſake wore the deteſted Blot - 
Of murderous Subordinations? Shall it be, 
That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
le, Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond Means, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather? | 
D pardon, if that I deſcend ſo low, 5 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 


Whercin you range under this ſubtle King; 
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Shall it for Shame, be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
That Men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an usjuſt behalf, 
As both of you, God pardon it; have done, 
To put down Ri that veer lovely Roſe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bui! ? 
And ſhall it in more Shame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd; diſcarded and ſhook-off 
By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent? 
| Ne; yet Time ſerves, wherein: you may redeem 
Tour Laniſt?a Honours, and reſtore your ſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of the World again. 
Revenge the jeering and diſdain d Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
To anſwer all the Debt he owes unto you. 
Even with the bloody Pay ments of your Deaths: 
Therefore I ay=— _ , 
And now I will unclaſp a ſecret Book, 
And to your quick conveying Diſeontents, 
I'll read you Matter, deep aud „ 
As full of Peril and adventurous Spirit, 
As to o'er-walk 4 Current, roaring loud, 
On the unſteadfaſt footing of a Spear. 
Hor. If he fall in, good Night, er ſink or ſwim: ' | 
Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, | 
So Honour croſs it from the North to South. | | 
And let them grapple: The Blood more ſtirs | | 
To rouze a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare, i 
North. Imagination of ſome great Exploit, 1 
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience. — 
Hot. By Heav'n, methinks it were an eafic Leap! F 
| To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 5 
Or drive into the Bottom of the Deep, esl 
Where Fadom-· line could never touch the Ground, | N 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks: 15 0 
1 
A 
1 


So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co- rival, all her Dignitie s 
But out upon this half- fac d Fellowfhip. 


m. 
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Hier. He apprehends a world of Figures here, 
But not the Form of what be ſhould attend. 
Good Couſin give me Audience for wwhile, | 
And liſt * me. 8 exe 

Hot. ou Mercy. 
or. Thoſe fame noble Scots 

That are Prifoners — 

Hot. Ill keep them all. 

By Heav'n, he ſhall not a Sr of them: 

o, if a Scot would faye his Soul, he ſhall not; 
II keep them, by this Hand. | 

Wor. You ſtart away, 

And lend no Ear unto m Purpoſes, 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that's flat: 

He ſaid he would not ranfom Mortimer: 

Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 

But 1 will find him when he lyes 

And in his Ear I'll holla, Mortimer. | 

Nay, I'll have a Starling ſhall be _ to ** 
Nothing but Mortimer. Seth ye it 

To keep his Anger fill in . 

Wor. Hear you, Couſin: A Word. 
Hor. All Studies here 1 ſolemnly defie, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bulling broke: 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler, Priace of Wale, 
But that I think his Father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with ſome Miſchance, 
I would have poiſon'd him with a Pot of Ale. 

Mor. Farewel, Kinſman; I'll talk to you 
When on a buy et es a Fool 

Nort hat a waſp-tongu'd a impaticar | 
Art thou, to into this — 's Mood, 
Tying ne Ear to no Tongue but thine own? 

Hot. Why look you, I am whipt and ſcourg'd with * 
Nettled, and ſtung with Piſtnires, when 1 r 
Of this vile Politician e peg | 
In Richard's time —— what dye call the Place "HY | 
A Plague upon't——it is in Gl flerſlive—— 
Twas where the Madcap Duke his Uncle ** 5 


His 
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8 * Devil take 


We'll ſtay your Leiſure. 
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His Uncle vori where I firſt bow'd my Knee 
Unto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbroke : 

When you and he came back from mn. 
North. At Barkley Caſtle, 


Hoe. You ſay true 
——＋ what a dy * of Courteſe 


a y hound then did proſſer me! _ 
Look when his Infant Fortune came to Age, — 


gentle Harry —— and kind Coufin—— 2 
e * ne- A 

Good Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 


Hot: I have done, inſooth. | LN! 
Wor. Then once more to your Sens Priſoners, 


| Deliver them up. without their Ranſom ftreight, 


And make the Dowgla/s Son your only Mean 


For Powers in Scotland; which for divers an 
Which I ſhall ſend 4 written, be aſſur d 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 

| Your Son in Scotland being thus employ d. 


Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 
Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 


The Arch-Biſhop, 


Hot. Of York, ist not? 
or True, who bears hard 


| His Brother's Death at Briſtow, the Lord 4 
I ſpeak not this in Eſtimation, 


As what 1 think might be, but what I know 


| Is ruminated, plotted and ſet down, 


And only ſtays but to behold the Face nk 


Of that dees on that ſhall bring it on. | 


Hot, I ſmell it. 


Upon my Life, it will do wondrous well. 


North. Before the Game's a- foot, thou ftill lett f flip; 
Hot. Why, it cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 


And then the Power of Scotland, and of Tork 


To gs On OL. _ 
Wor. And fo 


Hot, In ak ters TOA, well ae. =P 
mor. 


por. 


And ſee already, how he doth | 


Than 1 by Letters ſhall direct 
ich will be 


Which now hold at much uncertainty. 


Til * and Blows, and Groans plan © our 1 
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Tor. And tis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed, 
To ſave our Heads, by raifing of a Head: 
For, bear our ſelves as even as we can, * 
The King will always think him in our Debt, 
And think we think our ſelves — 42 
Till he hath found a Time to 


To make us Strangers to his 
Hot. He does, he does; n 
Mor. Couſin, farewel. No further 


of Love. 
d on bin 


e 


be ſuddenly, 


When time is ripe, wh 
3 ES, al ne ons is 
Where and Dowg z, and our Powers at once, 
As I will faſhion it, ſhall happily meet, x 
To bear our Fortunes in our own firong Arma, 


North. Farewcl, good Brother, we ſhall thrive, l truſt _ 
Hor. Uncle, 2 O let the Hours be hort, 


* 


AC r l. SCENE L 


Enter 6 col with 6 Lancbern is bis Hand. 


1 Car Eigh bo, ant be not four by the Day. II be 
hang d. Charles wain is oyer the new. Chim- 


ney, and yet our Horſe not packt, What, Our: 


Oſt. Anon, anon. 


8 1 prithee Tum, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flocke in the Point: The poor Jade is wrong in in ous Wi- 


thers, out of all ceſs, 
Enter another Carrier. N 
2 Car. Peaſe and Beans are as dank here as a Dog, and : 
this is the next way to give Jades the Bots: This 
Houſe is turn d upſide down, fince Robin the Oſtler dy d. 
1 Car. Poor Fellow never joy'd fince the Price of Oats 


2 Car, 


role, it was 2 
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2 Cay. L think this is the moſt villainous Houſe in all 
London Road for Fleas: n ſtung like a Tench. 

| 1 Car. Like a Tench?” There's ne er a King in Chriſten- 
dom could be better bit, than 1 haye'been face the firſt 


—_ 
Ss | Teak” = ite or ” 2 
we eak in your ye 
breeds Fleas like a Lodeh. 12 
1. What Oftler, come away, and be hang'd, come 
away. 
= Car. I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two Razes of 
Ginger, to be deliver'd as für as Charing: Croſs. 
1 Car. The Turkies in my Panniers are quite ſtarv d. 
What Oſtler? A Plague on thee, haſt thou never an Eye 
in thy Head? Cunſt not hear? Abd *twere not as nd 2 
' Deed as drink, to break the Pate of thee, I am a very Vil- 
kin. Come and be bang d. haft no Faith in thee? 
Enter Gads-Hill. 
| Gs. Good Morrow, Carriers. What's a Clock? 
| Car, I think it be two a Clock. 
Sad. I prithee lend the thy Lanthorn, to ſee my Geld. 
| ing in the Stable, | 
4 Ney, 6. eng ye, Lgony: a Trick worth two 
of t 
S834. Ip lend me thine 
2 Cur. when? canſt tell? Lend me thy Lanthorn, 
h a! * Ill fee thee hang d firſt, 
_ Gads. Sirrah, Carrier, what time do you mean to come 


to London? 

2 Car. Time enough to g to Bed with a Candle, 1 
warrant thee. Come Nei , we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will 85 with 3 for they have 
great Charge. | [Ex. Carriers. 
” Gads, What 10 Chamberlain? 
| Chamb, At hand, quoth Pick-Purſe, 
Gad. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the Cham- 
| berlainz for thou ted no more from pic of Purſes 


ieee from * 11 
0 | . 


wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks 


old Sir Jam hangs with me, and thou know'ft he's no 
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| Ghamb. Good-morrow., Maſter Gad. Hill, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you Veſternight. There's. a Franklin in the 


with 
him in Gold; 1 heard him tell it to one of his Compan 
laſt Night at Supper; a kind of Auditor, one that hat! 
abundance of Charge too, God knows what; they are up 


Eggs and Butter. They will away 


if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
I'll give Nr this Neck. 


Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I prithee keep that for the | 
Hangman, for I knew. thou. worſhipg'fi S, Michels as 
truly. as a Man, of Falſhood may. 

Gads. What talk'ft thou to me of the, n? If 1 
hang I'll make a fat Pair of Gallows. For if I bang, 


Straveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that then 


. dream'ft not of, the which, for Sport-ſake, are N to 


do the Profeſſion. ſome Grace; _ would, if 2 


ſhould be look d into, for their own Credit ſake, make 
all whole. I am join d with no Foat-Land-Rakers, no 


Long · Staff ſix Penny Strikers, none of thoſe, mad Maſt. | 
chio-purple-hu'd-Malt-warms, but OO Ny and Tran- 
quility ; Burgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuch as can hold 
in, ſuch. as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak; and ſpeak ſooner 
than drink; and drink ſooner than, pray ; . I lye, 
for they pray continually unto their Saint the Comm 


| wealth; or rather, . 
For they ride up and down on her, and make her their 


Boots. 
Chamb. What, the Common-wealth their Boots? Will 
ſhe held out Water in foul Way? 
Gads. She will, ſhe will; Juſtice bath liquor'd her. | 
We ſteal, as in a Caſtle, Cock- be, we have the Receipt 
of Fern-ſced, we walk inviſible. 
Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more 3 4 
to the Night, t than the Fern-ſeed, fo for your walking inviſible. 
 Gads. Give me thy Hand. Kee 


Thou ſhalt have à Share in our Purpoſe, 
6 


Camb. 
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| Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe Thief. 
" Gads. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all Men. 
Bid the Offler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. Fare- 
we, ye muddy Knave. [Rxernt, 


SCENE TH 


Enter Prince Henry, Poins and peto. 


© . Poins. Come, Shelter, Shelter, I have removed Falſtaff*s 

Horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd Velyet. 

F. Hewy. Stand cloſe. 

| | Enter Falſtaff. 
il Poins. Poins, and be hang'd Poins. 


. Peace ye * _— what a oy 


Jo hes keep? 
Fal. What, Poms? Hal. . 
FP. Henry. He is walk @up to the Top of the Bil go 
ſeek bim. 
Fial. I am accurſt to rob in that Thief Com ny: That 
Raſcal hath remov d my Horſe, and ty d him I know not 
where, If I travel but four Foot by the Square further 
afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well, I doubt — bo 
vie a fair Death for all this, if I *ſca =>, Feb wy 
that Rogue. I have forſworn his Company hour! 
_ this twoand ne- and — I M bewitch' wit 
the R s Com t cal have not given me 
Men] to we love him, I'll be hang'd, it could 
not be elſe; 1 have drunk Medicines. Poms! Hal! a 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph! Feto! VI! ſtarve ere | 
rob a Foot further. Ard *twere not as good a Deed as to 


drink, to turn True-man, and to leave theſe Rogues, Iam 


the verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth. Eight 
| Yards of uneven Ground, is threeſcore and ten Miles afoot 
with me; and the ſtony earted Villains know it well 
enough. A plague upon't, when Thieves cannot be true 
one to another. [They whiſtle, 
- Whew, a Plague light upon you d. Obe my Horle ; 
you Rogues, give me my Horſe, and be hang'd. | 
P. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lye 'down, lay thine Eat 
cloſe to the Ground, and liſt if you can hear the Tread 
_ of Travellers, Fu. 
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Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift . 
5 N 


down? Pll not bear mine own Fleſh far afgo! 
P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art un- 


| mean ye, to colt me thus? 


for all the Coin in thy Father's Exchequer. Whats 
colted. 


Fal. A. — 1 help me to my Horſe, 


. Henry, pry you Rogue, ſhall 1 be your Oftler? 

Fal. Go hang y ſelf in thy own Heir-a t Garters; 
if be talen, II peach for this; and 1 have not Ballads 
made on you all, and fung to filthy Tunes, letaCu of Sack 
be my Nen; when a Jeſt is ſo forward, and oot too! | 


1 hate it. 
Enter Gads-hill and Bardolph. 
Gads. Stand. 8 28 wo ET 
Fal. So I do againſt my Will. abbr ee 
PFoins. O tis our Setter, 1 know his Voice: 
Bardolph, what News? 


Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye; dud there's 


Mony of the King's Hill, tis going to 

N eee 
Fal. Tou lie, youR oing to the Ki n. 
Gad. There's 14 * 24 * 


* To be hang d. 


Henry. You four ſhall front them in * . 

Ned and I will walk lower; if they fcape from its En- | 
counter, then they light on us. | 

Peto. But how many be of them? EY 

Gad. Some eight or ten. FIT 

Fal. Will they not rob us?? 

P. Henry What, a Coward, Sir John Paunch? 3 

Fal. Indeed Iam not John of Gau, your! Grandfather; 


but yet no Coward, Hal. 


P. Henry, We'll leave that to the Proof. 
Poins. Sirrah, Fack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the Hedge, 


| when thau need'ft him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare 


. wel, and Rand faſt. 
Fal. Now cannot 1 ftrike him if I ſhould be bang d. 
T. , Ned, where are our 9 © . 


Pons, 


ahl whoron Caterpillars; Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 


7 ly, that they dare not meet ea x other ; each takes his F 
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— — den ba be his gele 
Wm I; ; 
every Man to bis Buſineſs. | fy 
Enter Travellers, 1885 
Trav. Come, Nei hbour; the Boy ſhall lead n 
dau the Hill: We 3 and eaſe our 


Thieves. as... | 
_ Trav. Jeſu bleſs us. | = I 
Fal. Strike; down Lich ther, cut POTEN | 


Youth; down. with them, fleece them. 
' Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 
Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? No 
ye Fat Chuffe 1 would your Store were here. On Bacons 
on! what ye Knaves? 1 Men muſt live; you are 

Grand Jurors? Well} jure ye i aich, 

[Here they rob them and bind them: 

f . Enter Prince Henry. aud Poins. 

r. aeg The Thieves have baund the True- men: 
Now thou and 1 rob the Thieves and go merrily 
to London, it would be Argument for a 0 — 
for a Month, and a good Jeſt for ever. 

Foins. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 

1 Euter Thieues again. . 

"Fab. Come my Maſters,. br ws fare, and then to Hört 
before Day; and the Prince and Feins be not two arrant 
 Cowards, there's no Equity There's no more 
Valour in that Pons, than in a wild T 
P. Henry. Your Mony. | 
[4 thy ans arng, abs Prives and them, 
[A they are ſharing, the Prince keins 

ee eee. 
55 Got with much caſe. Now merrily to Horſe: 
| The Ther es — and x with Joip bo ſtrong - 


lo for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falſe 9 . to 
Death, and Lards-the lean Earth as he walks a 
not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 
Poins, How the Rogue roa d. ken | 
SCENE f 
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SCENE ll. 
Enter Hot - ſpur ſolus, reading a Letter. 
But for mine own Part, my Lord, I could be well content 


el to be there, in reſþe# of the love I bear your Houſe. He 


could be contented : Why is he not then? In reſpect of the 
love he bears our Houſe — He ſhews in this, he loves his 


own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let me ſee ſome 


more. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. Why that's 
certain: *Tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep, to drink; 
but I tell you, my Lord Fool, out of this Nettle, Danger; 
wepluck this Flower, Safety. The purpoſe you undertake is 
dangerous, the Friends you have named uncertain, the Time it 
ſelf unſorted, and your whole Plot too light, for the counter- 
poize of fo great an Oppoſition. Say you ſo, fay you ſoa? I 
fay unto you again, you are a ſhallow eowardly Hind, and 

you lie. What a lack-brain is this? I proteſt, our Plot is 
as good a Plot as ever was laid; our Friends true and con- 
ſtant: A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation; 
An excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a Froſty-ſpi- 
rited Rogue is this? Why, my Lord of York commends 
the Plot, and the — Courſe of the Action. By this 
Hand, if I were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him 
with his Lady's Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, 
and my ſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of York, 
and Owen Glendower? ls there not beſides, the Dowgla/s ? 

Have 1 not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms by the 


ninth of the next Month? And are there not ſome of 


them ſet forward already ? What a Pagan Raſcal is this? 


And Infidel. Ha! you ſhall ſee now in very ſincerity of Fear 


and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our 
Proceedings. O, I could divide my ſelf, and go to buffets, 
fer moving ſuch a Diſh of Skim'd- Milk with to honourable 
an Action. Hang him, let him tell the King we are prepa- 
red. ] will ſet forwards to Night. 8 
e F-- Enter Lady Percy. LT 

How now, Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe two Hours. 

Vol. III. Pa or ond ores Lady. 
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Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what Offence have I this Fortnight been 
A baniſh'd Woman from my Harrys Bed? 
Tell me, ſweet Lord, what is't that takes _ thee 
Thy Stomach, Pleaſure, and thy golden Sl 
wh, doſt thou bend thy Eyes 45 the Eart p 
And ftart fo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of hee, 
To thick-ey'd Muſing, and curſt Melancholy ? 
In th faint Slumbers, 1 by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmur Tales of Iron Wars: 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry, Courage! to the Field! 2 thou haſt talk d 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets; | 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon, Culverin, 
Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers lain, 
And all the current of a heady fight. 
Thy Spirit within thee hath — ſo at War, 
And thus hath fo beſtirr d thee in thy Sleep, 
That Beads of Sweat have ſtood upon thy Brow, 
2 . in a late diſturbed. Stream: * 
| in thy Face ſtrange Motions Eave i 
Such as = ſee when reſtrain Taps 
On ſome great ſudden O what Portents arc theſe? 
Some heavy Buſineſs hath my Lord in Hand, 
And 1 — know it; elſe he 0 me not. 
Ea. What ho, is Gilligms with the Packet done? 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. He is, my Lord, an Hot agone. 
Hor. Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from the Sheriff? 
Serv. One Horſe, my Lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What Horſe? A Roan, a Crop can, is it not? 
Serv. It is, my Lord. 
Het. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. Well, I will back 


bim ſtreight. * bid A (rad him forth i into the 
_ Fark. 


1 Lady. Bu: Je you, my qd” | 
| Het. Wut ſay thou, my Lady? 
| Fer Lady 
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Lady. What is it that carries you away? 
Hot. Why, my Horſe, my Love, my Horſe. 
Lady. Out you mad- headed Ape, a Weazel hath not ſuch 
a deal of Spleen, as you are coſt with. In ſooth I'll know 
your Buſineſs, Harry, that I will. 1 fear my Brother Mor- 
timer doth ſtir, about his Title, and hath ſent for you to 


line his Enterprize. But if you go 


Hor. So far afoot, I ſhall be weary, Love. 


Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me directly 
unto this Queſtion, that I ſhall ask. Indeed I'll break thy 


little Finger, Harry, if thou wilt not tell thee true. 
Hot. Away, away, you Trifler: Love! 1 love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate; this is no World | 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 
We muſt have bloedy Noſes, and crack'd Crowns, 
And paſs them currant too——Gods me, my Horſe. 
What ſfay' thou Kate? What wouldſt thou have with me? 
Lady. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For fince you love me not, 
I will not love my ſelf. Do you not love me? 


| Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in Jeſt or no? 


Hor. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 


And when I am a Horſe-back, I will! ſwear 


| love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kaze, 

I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon where abour. 

Whither J muft, I muſt; and to conclude, 

This Evening mult I leave thee, gentle Kate. 

I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 

Than Harry Percy's Wife. Conſtant you are, 

But yet a Woman; and for Secrefie, 

No Lady cloſer. For I will believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 


And fo far will 1 truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How fo far? | 


Hot. Not an Inch further. But hark you Kate, 

Whuther I go, thither ſhall you go too: 

To Day wil I ſet forth, to Morrow you. 

Will this content you, Kate? 5 
Las; It muſt of ſorce. [Exerme, 
f P 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Henry. Ned, prethee come out of that fat Room, and 
lend me thy Hand to laugh a little, 

Poins. Where haſt been, Hal.? PE 

P. Henry. With three or four Loggerheads, amongſt three 
or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have founded the very baſe 
ſtring of Humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn Brother to a Leaſh 
of Drawers, and can call them by their Names, as Tom, 
Dick, and Francis, They take it already upon their Con- 
_ fidence, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet Iam the 
King of Courteſie; telling me flatly, I am not proud like 
Zack Falſtaff, but a Coringhian, a Lad of mettle, a good 
Boy, and when I am King of England, I ſhall command 
all the good Lads in Eaſt cheap. They call drinking deep, 


dying Scarlet; and when you break in your watring, then 


they cry Pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I 
am ſo good a Proficient in one quarter of an Hour, that l 

can drink with any Tinker in his own Language during my 
Life. I tell thee Ned, thou haſt loſt much Honour, that 


thou wert not with me in this Action; but ſweet Ned to 


ſweeten which Name of Ned, | give thee this Pennyworth 
of Super, clapteven now into my Hand by an under Skinker, 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his Life, then Eight 
Shillings and Six Penee, and You are welcome Sir: With this 
Nhcill Addition, Auen Sir, Anon Sir, Score @ Pint of Ba- 
ſtard in the Half Moon, or ſo. But Ned, to drive away 
time till Falſtaff come, I prithee do thou ſtand in tomeby 
Room, while 1 queſtion my puny Drawer, to what end he 
gave me the Sugar, and do never leave calling Francis, 
that his Tale to me may be nothing but, Auon: Step aſide 
and I'll ſhew thee a W 
Poins. Franciz. - i 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 
Fran. Frans. ED 
mi Francis the Drawer.  - -- 
hou Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgranet, 
Balch. 1 


pair of Heels, and run from it? 


England, I could find in my Heart 
Francis. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next! ſhall be 


£84 eſt me, 'twas a Pennyworth, was t not? 


| when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it, . 


Button, ot · pated. Agat. ring. Puke-ſtocking, Caddice- 


Drink; for look you, Francis. your white Canvas Double 
will Cully. In * Sir, it cannot come to ſo much. 
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P. Henry, Come hither, Francis. 
Fran. My Lord. | 
P. Henry, How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 
Fran, orſooth five Years, and as much as tn 
Poms. Francis. | 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 
P. Henry. Five Years; Berlady,along Leaſc forthe clink- 
ing of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant, as 
to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and ſhew it a fair 


Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the Books i in 


Poins. Francis. 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 
P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis? 


Poins. Francis. 
Fran. Anon Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my > 
P, Henry. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the Sugar” thou 


Fran. G Lord, Sir, 1 would it had been two. 
P. Henry. I will give heeforit a thouſand Pound: uk me 


Toms. Francis. 
Fran. Anon, anon. 
P. Henry, Anon, Rua No, Fransis, but to morrow 
Francis; or Francis, on Thur lay or indeed Francis, when 
thou wilt. But Francis. | 
Fran. My Lord. | | 
P. Henry. Wilt thou BOY this leathern_ erkin, Chriftal : 


Garter, Smoeth Tongue, Spaniſh Pouch, 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean? 
P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is your only 


AT 7 fr 3% 22.0590 


Fran. What, Sir? 
Point. Francis? 5 | 
P. Henry. Away you Rogue, goſt thou ber them call? | 
[ Here they both call, the Drawer Janes amazes, not 
— which wy 10 go, 
* Euter 
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ol 8 FL 


8 Enter Vintne. 
Vint, What ſtand'ſt thou ill, and hear'ſt ſuch a calling? 
Look to the Gueſts within: My Lord, old Sir 7 


with half a Dozen more are at the Door; ſhall I let 


them in? = 
P. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the 

Door. Poins. 1 5 | 

3 We Enter Poins. 
Poms. Anon, anon, Sir. 8 

P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the Thieves are 


at the Door; ſhall we be merry? 


Poins. As merry as Crickets, my Lad. But bark ye, 


What cunning Match have you made with this Jeft of the 


Drawer? Come, what's the Iſſue ? 55 
P. Henry. lam now of all Humours, that have ſnew d them- 


ſelves Humours, ſince the old Days of Goodman Adam, to 
the Pupil Age af this preſent twelve a Clock at Midnight. 
What's a Clock, Francis? FFF 


Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. : 5 7 
P. Henry. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer Words 


than a Parrot, and yet the Son of a Woman. His Indu- 
5 — is up Stairs and down Stairs; his Eloquence the par- 
cel 


of a Reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's Mind, the 
lot. ſpur of the North; he that kills me ſome fix or ſe- 


ven Dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands and 


{iys to his Wife, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want Work. 
O my ſweet Harry, fays ſhe, how many haſt thou kill d 
to Day? Give my roan Horſe a Drench, ſays he, and an- 
{\wers, ſome fourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle; 


I prithee call in Fa!ffaff, Vil play Percy, and that damn'd 


Brawn ſhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. Rivo, lays 


the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


__ Poans. Welcome Fark where haſt thou been? 


Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a Vengeance 


too, marry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy. Ere 


I lead this Life long, III ſow nether Socks, mend 


| them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of 


Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue exztant? 
P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a Diſh of * 


as 
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pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at the ſweet Tale of the 


Sun? If thou didſt, then behold that Compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too; there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Man; yet 
a Coward is work than a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 


villainous Coward---go thy 8 old Fack, die when thou 


wilt, if Manbood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the 
Faceof the Earth, then am I a ſhotten Herring: there lives 
not three good Men unhang'd in England. and one of them 
is fat, and growos old, God help the while, abad World I 
ſay. 1 would I were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all Cowards, 1 ſay fill. 

T. Henry. How now Woolſack, what mutter you? 

Fal. A Kin s Son? If I do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom wil a De of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like 2 Flock of wild Geeſe, I'll never wear 
Hair on my Face more. You Prince of Wales? 

P. Henry. Why you Whorſon round Man! What's the 
Matter? 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anſwer me to that, and 


Peoins there? 


P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Ceed 11 


ſtab thee. 


rn eien 


thee Coward; but I would give a thouſand Pound I could 


run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtreight enough in the 
Shoulders, you care not who {ſees your Back: Call you 
that backing of your Friends? aplague upon ſuch backi 
give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day, 

P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips are Wy d fince thou 
drunk ſt laſt. | 

Fal. All's one for that. [He drinks. 


” plague of all Cowards, ſtill, ay I. 


P. Henry. What's the Matter? 


| Fal. What's the Matter ! here be four of us, "ha Wea 
a thouſand Pound this Morning. = 


F. Henry. Where is it Jack? Where isit? 
Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred upon 


poor four of us. 


1 * What, a hundred, Man? | 
1 4 Fal. 
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Fal. I am a Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 
a Dozen of them two Hours together. I have eſcap'd by 


Miracle. 1 am eight times thruſt through the Doubler, 
four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 


through, my Sword hack d hike a Hand-ſaw. ecce ſignum. 

I never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not do. 
A Plague of all Cowards — let them ſpeak; if they ſpeak 
more or leſs than Truth, they ar are Villains and the Sonsof 


- Darkneſs. 


P. Henry. Sj k Sirs, how was it? 

Gad. We four ſet upon ſome Dozen, 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Pero. No no, they were not bound. 
Fal. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of them, 


or Jam a Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. 


Gads. As we were ſharing, lome fix or {even freſh Men 
ſet upon us. 
Tal. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the other. 
P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 
Fal. All? 1 know not what yecall All; but if I fonght 


not with fifty of them, I am a Bunch of Radiſh; if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 


am I no two-legg'd Creature. 
Poins. Pray Heav u, you have not murthered ſome of them. 
Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper d two 


ol them; two am ſure I have pay d, two Rogues in Buck- 


ram Suits. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a Lie, 


ſpit in my Face, call me Horſe; thou know'ſt my old 
Ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my Point; four Rogues 


in Buckram let drive at me. 
F. Henry. What, four? thou ſaidſt but two, even now. 
Fal. Four Hal, I told thee four. | 
Poins. Ay, ay, he faid four. : 
Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt at 


me; 1 made no more ado, but took all their ſeven Points 


in my Target, thus. 
P. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, even now. 
Fal. In Buckram. 9 

Foins, Ay, four, in Buckram Suits, 
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Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I ama Villain elſe. 
P. Henry. Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 
Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 


P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 


Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too: Theſe nine 
in Buckram, that I told thee of 


P. Henry. So, two more already. 
Fal. Their Points being broken —— 
Poms, Down fell his Hoſe, 


Fal. Began to give me Ground; but I follow'd me clo loſe, | 


came in Foot 
eleven I pay'd. 

* Henry. O monſtrous! Eleven Buckram Men grown out 
of two! 


Hand; and with a Thought ſeven of the 


Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three miſs· begot- 
ten Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let 


drive at me; for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt not 


tee my Hand. 


P. Henry. Theſe Lies are like the Father that begets them, 


groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable, Why thou * 


ain d Guts, thou Knotty- pated Fool, thou whorſon o 
ſcene greaſie Tallow- Catch. 
Fal. What, art thou mad ? Art thou mad? 15 not the 
Truth, the Truth? 


P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe Men in 


Kendal Green, — it was fo dark, thou could'ſt not ſee 
oy ont Come tell us your Reaſon: What fay'ſt thou 
to ? 

Poins. Come, your Reaſon, Jack, your r Reaſon. 


Fal. What, upon compulſion ? No; — I at the Strap- 


pado, or all the Racks in the World, 1 would not teil you 


en Compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on compulſion! If 
Reaſons were as plenty as Black- Berries, I would give no 


Man a Reaſon upon Compulſion, 1. 


P. Henry. Ell be no longer guilty of this Sin. This 


ſanguine Coward, this Bed-preficr, this Horſeback-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Pleſh. _ 

Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elf skin. you Jry'd 
Neats-Tongue, Bull's piſſel, you Siock-fſh: O tor breath 
to utter what is like thee? You Tailor's Yard, you Sheath, 
you Bow-Caſle, you vile ſtandivg T uck, 


P 5 
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P. Henry. Well, breath a while, and then to't again; and 
when thou haſt tyr'd thy {elf i in baſe Compariſous, hear n me 
{peak but thus. 
* Mark Jack. | 

x two ry ou four ſet on four and bound 

an were Maſters oft flheir Wealth: Mark now, how 
a — Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two ſet 
on you four, and with a Word, outfac'd you from your 
Prize, and have it, yea, and can ſhew it you in the Houſe. 
a Falſtaff, youcarry'd your Guts away as nimbly, with 
uick Dexterity, and roar d for Mercy, and ſtill ran 
roar'd, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave art 
doo to hack thy Sword as thou haſt done, and then 
ey it was in fight. What Trick ? What Device? What 
_ Rtarting Hole canſt thou no find out, to hide thee from 
this open and a t Shame? 
Pioins. Come, let's hear Fack: What Trick haſt thou now? 
Flal. I knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Maſters, was it for me to kill the Heir a t? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince? Why, thou eſt 
1 am as valiant as Hercules; but beware aſtinct, the Lion 
vill not touch the true Prince: Inſtinct is a great Matter. 
was a Coward on Inſtinct: I ſhall think the of my 
ſelf, and thee, during my Life; I, for a valiant Lion, and 
| thou fora true Prince. But Lads, I am ol. 50 you have the 
Mony. Hoſteſs, clap to the Doors; watch to Night, Sala 
ſhall 


to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold 
the good Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. Whit, 
we be merry? Shall we have a Play extempore? l 
P. Henyy. Content, and the Argument ſhall be, thy 
12aning away, 
Fal. Ab, no more of that, 2 x — loveſt me, 
Heft. My Lord the Prince! | 
P. Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what fay'lh 
thou to me? 
Hat. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would ſpeak vi with you; he fays he comes 
rom your Father, 
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Henry. Give him as much as will make NES 
Mar, and fend him back again to my Ga 
Tal What manner of Man is he? 
4 An old Man. 
F 


What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight ? 


Shall I give him his anſwer ? 


P. Henry. Prithee do, Fack. | 
Fal. Faith and I'll ſend him packi Exit. 
P. — Now Sirs, you fought. >a ſo did you Peto, 


ſo did you Bardolph: you are Lions too, you ran away up- 
on Inſtinet; you will not touch the true Prince, no, he. | 


Bard. Faith, I ran when I aw others run. 


P. Henry. Tell me, now in carneſt; bow came Falſaff's 
Sword ſo hackt? 


Pero, Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would 8 Truth out of England, but he would make 


you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do 
the like. 


Bard. Yea, and totickleour Noſes with Spear-graſs, to 


make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments with 


it, and ſwear it was the Blood of true Men. I did that 
I did not theſe ſeven Years before, I bluſh'd to hear his 
monſtrous Devices. 

P. Henry. © Villain, thou ſtolleſt a Cup of Sack cighteen 
Years ago, and wert taken with the Manner, and ever 
ſince thou haſt bluſh'd Extempore; thou hadſt Fire and 
Sword on thy Side, and yet thou ranneſt away: What In- 


en ? do yoube 
Bar Lor ou ice teors 0 - 
. 1 : _ 


P. Henry. I do. 


| Bard. What think you they portend? -- 


P, Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes, 
Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 
F. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. | 
Enter Falſtaff, 
Here comes lean Jad, h here comes Bare-bone. How 
now my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long ist ago, 
Fack, ſince thou ſaw'ſt thy own Knee ? 
Fal. My own Knec? When I was about thy Years, E 


Hal, 
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Hal, rr ns ns I could 
have crept into any Alderman's Thumb-Ring: A pl 


of Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Blad 


There's villainous News abroad: Here was Sir Fohn Braby 
from your Father; you muſt go to the Court in the 


Morning. That ſame mad Fellow of the North, Percy; 


and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devil his true Liege- 


: Man upon the Croſs of a Walſh-hook: What a Plague call you 


bim 


Poins. O, Glendower. 
Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his Son-in-law Morti- 


| mer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly Scot of 
Scots, Dowglaſs, that runs a Horſeback up a Hill perpendi- 


cu ar 


P. Henry. He tht ride a bigh feed, and with a Piſtol 


kills a Sparrow flying. 


Fal. 1 ny 
F. Henry. So never Sparrow. 
Fal. Well, chat Raſcal bach good Merl in him, he will 


| not run. 


P. Hemy. Why. what a Raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 


| him fo for running? 


Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but afoot he will not 
a foot. 


f i F. 2 Yes, Jack, upon InſtinQ. 


and one Mordake, and a thouſand — more. Hr. 
ceſter is ſtoln away by Night: Thy Father's Beard is 


turn d white with the News: You may buy Land now as 


cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 


P. Henry. Then tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 


civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Mardenheads as they buy © 
 Hob-nails, by the Hundred. 


Fal. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay "t true, it is like we 
ſtall have good tradin that Way. But tell me, Hal, art 


not thou horribly afeard? thou being Heir apparent, could 


the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies again 2s that 
Ficnd Dowglafs, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil Glendow- 
er? Art thou not horribly afraid? Doth not thy Ho. d 
thrill at it? | P. Henry. 


Harry, I do not only mary 


at? Shall the bleſſed 
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P. Henry. Not a whit: I lack ſome of thy Inftind, 
Fial. Well, thou wilt be — chid to morrow, when 


thou com'ſt to thy Father: If do love me, practiſe 
an Anſwer. | 52 | 8 


P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for — and examine 
me the Particulars of my Li TEN | 
Fal. Shall I? content: This Chair ſhall be my State; 
this Dagger my Wepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown. 

P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a joint-Stool, thy gol- 
den for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. t 

Fal. Well, and the Fire of Grace be not quite out of 


thee, now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sack 


to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought 1 
have wept for I muſt ſpeak in Paſſion, and I will do it 


in King Cambyſes Vein. 


P. Henry. Well, here is my Leg. 
Fal. And here is my Speech; ftand 


Hoff. This is excellent Sport, i'faith. 1 2 


Fal. Weep not, ſweert Queen, for trickling Tears are | 


walk, | | 
Heft. O the Father, how he holds his Countenance? 


Fal. For God's fake, Lords, convey my triſtful Queen, 

For Tears do ſtop the Flood-gates of her Eyes. 

Hoſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
Players, as ever I ſee. * "7 
Fal. Peace, good Pint-pot, good Tickle-brain----- 

where thou eſt thy 

time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd: e though 


| the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the faſter it grows: 


et Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. 
Thou art my Son; 1 have partly thy Mother's Word, 
partly-my Opinion; but chiefly, a villainous Trick of 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here lyetk 
the Point; why, being Sen to me, art thou ſo pointed 
of Heav'n prove a Micher, and 
eat Black-berries? a Queſtion not to be ask d. Shall the 
Son of England prove a Theif, and take Purſes? a Queſtion 
to be ask d. There is a thing, Harry, which thou — 


—_ -- 


often heard of, and it is known to many in our Land, 
by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as ancient Writers do 
ort, doth, defile; ſo doth the Company, thou keep'ſt; 
for Harry, now do I not ſpeak to thee in Drink, but in 
Tears; not in Pleaſure, but in Paſſion; not in Words only, 
but in Woes alſo; and yet there is a virtuous Man, whom 
22 often noted in thy Company, but I know not his 
P. Hey. What manner of Man, Tk like your Ma- 
Fial. A goodly portly Man i faith, and a corpulent; of a 
ebearful — * Eye, and a moſt noble Carri- 
age, and as I think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by'rlady, in- 
cung 


is Falſtaff; It that Man ſhould be lewdly given, he de- 
ceives me; for Harry, I ſee Virtue in bis Looks. If then 
the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by 
the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, there is Virtue in 
that Falſtaff; him keep with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me 
now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been 
P. Henry. Doſt ſpeak like a King? Do an 
for me, and I'll play my Father, OE” 
Fal. e me! if thou doſt it half ſo gravely, ſo ma- 
jeſtically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by the 
Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterers Hare. 

P. Henry. Well, here I am fet. 

Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my Maſters. 
P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 
| Bui, My noble Lord, from Raf cheap. _ | 

P. Henry, The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 
Fal. L faith, my Lord, they are falſe.-Nay, IIl tickle 
ye fora young Prince, C1 | 
P. Henry. Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy? Henceforth 
ne'er look on me; thou art violently carry'd away from 
Grace; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of a 
fat old Man: a Tun of Man is thy Companion Why 
dot thou converſe with that Trunk of Humours, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that ſwola Parcel of Drop- 
bes, chat huge Bombard of Sack, that ſtuft Sn 

| 9 | Outs, 


* 


1 


to threeſcore; and now I remember me, his Name 


to _ in the * behalf of that Falſief 
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Guts, that roſted Manning: "Tree Ox with the Puddings 


in bis Belly, that Vice, that grey mnchen, that 
Father Ruffian, that Vanity in Tears; wherein is he 


but to taſte Sack and drink it? Wherein neat and cleanly, 


but to carve a Ca and eat it? Wherein cunning, 
in Craft? Wherein crafty but in Villany? where 


— dut in all things? wherein worthy, 947 
thing? 


Fat. 1 would your Grace would take me with you: 


b we means your Grace? 


Henry. That villainouszbominable Miſ leader of 1 


7 that old white-bearded Sathan. 


Lord, the Man I know. 

Honry. Re : 

= But to ſay, I know -— TY in him "TY 
my ſelf, were to * ore than I know. That he is old 
the more's che pity, is white Hairs do witneſs it; But that 


de is, favitig your Reverence, W Ie 
terly deny. If Sack and Sugar be, a Fault, Heay'n help the 
Wicked: If to be old and "ov th 'then many an 


old Hoſt that I know is damn d: "If to be far. de to he ba. 
ted, then Pharaoh's lean Kine are to be lord. No, my 
ood Lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh Poins; but 
2 ſweet Fack Falſtaff, kind 

ſtaff, valiant Fact Falſlaff, and therefore more valiant, be- 
ing as he is old Fack Falfleff, baniſh not him thy Harry's 


Company, baniſh not him thy Harrys Company; baniſh 


plump ack, and baniſh all rhe wed 


' Bard. O. my Lord, my Lie, he Wer with «mo 


' monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. 


Fal. Out you Rogue, x Satin I hare mug 


„ 


f Whar; the ET 


Heſt. The . ne 
8 ſhall J let them in? 


Fal, 


* 
-v - 


ack Falfaff, true Fack Pal. 


And, Sheriff, I will 
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Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of 
Sold a Counterfeit : Thou art eſſentially mad, without 
5 L. e er eee 
Fl. I deny your Major; if will deny the Sheriff, 
| ©; if not, let him enter. If 1 'became not a Cart us 


wrell as another Man, a plague on bringing up; I 
= pF in 


Mn 

Go hide t behind the Ace the ref walk 

ahve Now my Maſters, for a true Face and good Con- 
ce. 

— _— Both which 1 have bad; but their Date is out, and 

therefore I'll hide me. [Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, G. 

* Call in the Sheriff, 

| Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. | 

| Nowy Maſter Sheriff, whatis y our Willwith me ? 

3 3 irſt, pardon me, e. A Hue and Cry hath 

|  follow'd certain Men. unto 

— . What Men ? A 7 


Sher. of them wel korn, en racns Lak, 


2 groſs fat Man. | 

Car. As fat as Butter. 
Pi. Henry. The Man, I do aſſure you | is not here, 
For 1 my ſelf at this time have imploy' him; 

my Word to thee, 

| That 1 will, by to Morrow Dinner * 
Send him to aka thee, or mpg Mes, | 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
And fo let me intreat bat, eee 
 Shex.-I will, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Rothery loſt three hundred Marks. 1 
P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he e theſe Men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable ; and fo farewel. 

Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 

P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? 


Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two a Clock. (Exe. | 


73 P. Henry. This oily Racal 
go call him forth. 


is known as well as Pauls; 


Peto. Falſta ff: Faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnorting 


like a Horſe. 
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Heury. Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath: ſearch 
his "Pockem. 
[He ſearches his Pockets, and finds certain 
P. Henry, What haſt thou found? 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
P. Henry. «fs, what be they? read them 
Peto. Item, a Capon, 25,2 
Item, Savyce, 4 d. 
Item, Sack, two Gallons, 5 57. ; 1 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 2 5. 6d. 
— Bread, a Halfpenny. A 
Henry. O monſtrous, but one half Penny- ach of 


| Bron to this intolerable deal of Sack? What there is elſe, 


keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let him 
ſleep till Day. VII to the Court in the Morning: We muſt 
all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honourable. III 
procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I know his 
Death will be a March of Twelyeſcore. The Mony ſhall 
he paid back again with Advantage. Be with me betimes 


in the Morning; and ſo good Morrow, Pero. 


Peto, Good: -Morrow, — my Lord. 5 — 


—— 


Ac III. SCENE | L 


Enter * Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
_ Glendower, 


Mor” HESE Promiſes are fair, the Parties fare, 


And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Moriimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
Will you fit down? _ 
And Uncle Warcefler — A plague upon it, 
I have forgot the Map. 
8 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit Couſin Hot. „ 
For by that Nam mi, us fe ns Lare doth eak of you; 
Fins Checks look pite, and with a fgh, Je! 
ir wither you i Hay: HER. 
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Het: And you in Hell, as oft as be hears Omen Glar 
imer ſpoke of. 
Glend. I cannot blame him; at 2 — 
The front of Heavn was full of fier 
Of burning Creſſets; and at my 3 
The Frame and the Foundation of the Earth 
Shak'd like a Coward. | 
Hor. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame Seaſon, if 
| your Mother's Cat had but kitten d, though your ſelf had 
never been born. 
Glend. I fay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hot. And I fay the Earth was not of my Mind; 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
Glnd 1 — Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did 
_ tremble. 


Hoe. Oh, then th' Earth ſhook to ſee che Haus on fre, 


s And 5 not in fear of your Nativit 
Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
La ſtrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly Wing 
Within her Womb; which for enlargement living, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 
Steeples, and moſi-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this Diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook, 
 Glend, Couſin; of many Men 
I do not bear theſe Croſliags: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heav'n was full of fiery Shapes 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to-the frighted Fields: 
| Theſe Signs have mark d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common Men. 
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea 
That chides the Banks 


And 


1. 


W oe YM. > i» 


King HAN RN IV. 4s 


And hold me pace in deep Experiments. 
Hot. — no Man fpeaks better Welſh,” 
Tl to Dinner, 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mak; 
Gland. I can call Spirits from the +; brane 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or fo can an ye 
But will they come, when you do call for them? TN 1 
ee 
vil 
Hot. And I can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Devil, 
By telling Truth. Tell Truth, and ſhame the Devi 
It thou have Power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And [I'll be ſworn, I have Power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil, _ 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbroke made head 
Againſt my Power; thrice from the Banks of ye, 
and Sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I ſent him, 
Bootleſs —— and Weather · beaten back. 
Hos. Home, without Boots, and in foul Weather tool 
How ſcapes he Agues in the Devil's Name? 
Glend. Come, here's the Map: Shall we divide ous Right, 
According to our threefold Order ta en? - 
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
3 from Trent, and Severn | hitherto, 
South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign d: 
all Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land withia that bound, 
To Owen Glendower; and dear Couſin to you 
The remnant Nerthward, lying off = Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which u enterchangeably, 
A Buſineſs that this Night may execute, 
To Morrow, Couſin Percy, you and I, : 
And my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and t! r 1 
As is appointed us at Shr 
My Father Glendomes is nat re 
Nor ſhall we nced bis help the 
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Within that ſpace, y have drawn gether 
Your Tenarts, Friends, 22 neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come. 
From whom you now mult ſteal, and take no leave, 
— there. will be a Wor 5 Water nen, 

e parting of your Wires and you. 

e ihne my Moiety, North from Burt here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours: 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 
TIT have the Current in this place damm'd up: 
And here the ſmug and Silver Trent ſhall run 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly: 
It ſhall not wind with ſuch a Jeep Indedt, | 
To rob me of ſo rich a Bottom here. 
_ Glend. Not wind? It ſhall, it muſt, you ſee i it Joth, 
Mort. Yea, but mark how he bears his Courſe, 


And runs me up, with like advantage on the other fide, | 


_ Gelding the oppoſing Continent as much, 
As on the 2 fide it takes from ou. 
Wor. Yes, but a little Char "ge will trench him To 
And on this North-fide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 
Hot. I'll have it ſo, a little Charge will do it. 
Glend. Ill not have it alter d. 
Hot. Will not you? 
Glend. No, us ou ſhall not. 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay? 
* Glend. Why, thas 7 will 1. 
Hot. Let me not underftand you then, freak i it in Welſh, 
' Glend. I can nA Lord, 3s well as you, | 
; a Abe N TS 
V ng but you 11211 0 Harp | 
Many an Engliſh Ditty, Tore well, 3 
And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament 1 
A 2 that was never ſeen in you. 
hs. roy, ge am glad of it with all wy Heart: 
had rather ke bra —— 


ee 
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Than one of theſe ſame Mceter-ballad-m 
I had rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tun 
Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axel-tree, 
And that would fet my Teeth on Edge, 
As ſo much as mincing Poetry; 
'Tis like the forc'd Gate of a ſhuffling Na 
Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trex? turn 
Hot. I do not care; I'll give thrice fo much Land 
To any well-deſerving Friend; _ 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
ll cavil on the ninth Part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn? Shall we be gone? 
Glend. The Moon ſhings fair, 
You may away by Night: | 
II haſte the Writer, and withal, 
Break with your Wives, of your W 4 hence: 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad, 
So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer, [Exit 
Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how youcroſs my Pather. 
Hot. | cannot chuſe; ſometime he angers me, 
With telling me of the Mold and the Ant, 
Of the Dreamer Merlm, and his rophecies; | 
And of a Dragon, and a finleſs Fiſh 
A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 
A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat. 
And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 
As puts me from my Faith, I tell you what, 
He held me laſt Night, at leaſt nine Hours, 2 
In reck' ning up the ſeveral Devils Names, 7 
That were his Lackeys: 
I cry'd hum, and well, go too, 
, But mark d him not a word. O, he is as tedious 
| As a tired Horſe, a railing Wife. 
Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe, I had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick in a Windmil far, 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In. any 5Summer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 
Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 
_ Exceeding well read, and piofited, 
In ſtrange Cee: 
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Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountiful as Mines of . 
Shall I tell you, Couſin, 
He holds your Temper in a high refpedt, 
And — himſelf, even of his natural Scop 
When you do crols his Humour; faith be does, 
I warrant you, that Man is not alive, 
Might ſo have tempted him, as. you have done, 
Without the taſte of Dang er; and dow awih 
But do not uſe it oft, ines you. 
| Mort. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful ame; 
And fince your comi hither, have done enough, 
To put him quite es his Patience: 
Tou muſt needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault; | 
Though ſometimes it ſhews Greatneſs, Cotrage, Blood, 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you; ; 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion, and Diſdain: 
| The leaſt'of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſcth Mens Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 
| Upon the Beauty of all parts beſides, | 
Beguiling them of Commendation. 
Hot. Well, I am ſchool'd: 
Good manners be your ſpeed; 
Here come our Wives, and let us take our leaye. 
Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 
Mort. This is the deadly {| Pp he that angers me, 
My OS Engl: 72 I = Wel 
My Daughter weeps, ſhe'll not with 0 
She'll be a Soldier too, hell ts the \not par 2 
| Mort. Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily, 
 [Glendower ſpeaks wo her in Welſh, and ſhe anſwers hin 
in the ſame. 
_ __ Glend. She is deſperate here: OE 
A peeviſh ſelf-will d Harlotsy, "M0 
One that no Perſwalion can do good upon. 


g The Lady jpeaks in Welfh; 
Mont, | 


me rw 
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Mort. I underſtand thy Looks; that ang e, 
Which thou powr'ſt Ack from theſe 
am too perfe@ in: And but 1 Os 
In ſuch a Parly ſhould 1 anſwer thats i! ©: 
Lady again in Welſh; 


[The 
Mort I underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 9 9 8 
And that's a feeble 7 | I 


But 1 — _ a Truant, Lore, hy 

Till I have l Language: For Tongue, 

Makes Welfh as bg as Ditties highly penn d. 

— by a fair Queen in 2 — Bower, 

raviſhing Diviſion to her Late. 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
| [The Lady ſpeaks agen in . 

Mort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf in this. | 
Glend. She bids you, | 


On the wanton Ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap. 
And fhe vill ing the Sohg that YN | 
And on your Eye-lids Crown the Ged of Slcep, 
Charming your Blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep. 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The 5 before the — d Team 
ns his golden Pr in the Eaft. 
* Wich all — — T1 fir, and hear her ing! 


By that time will our Book, [ think, be drawn. 
Glend. Do ſo; 


And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence; 

Yet ſtraight they ſhall be here: Sit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down: 

Come, quick, quick, that | may lay my Head ; in thy Lap. 
2 Lady. Go, ye giddy Gooſe. [The Muſick plays, 
| Hot. Now I perceive the Devil underſtands Welſh, 

And 'tis no marvel he is ſo humourous; 


By 'riady he's a good Muſician. 
Lady. Tacn would you be nothing but Muſical, 
TE For you are altogether govern'd by Humours: 
? Lic {ti!] ye Thief, and hear the Lady log in — | 
| Hot, 
7. 91. 


* 
8 — 


——— — — 


— —— — — 
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Hot. I had rather hear, Lady, m — 
Lady. . 

| Lady. Then be ſtill. 

Hot. Tn, 1 Woman's Fault. 

ow t pits 

Er 10 the wth Tod s Bed. 

Lady. What's that ? 

Hot. Peace, ſhe lings. [Here the Lady fog wel r 


Come, I'll have your Song too. 


Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 
1 Not yours, in good ſooth! 


Lou ſwear like a Comfit-maker's Wife, 


Not you. in good ſooth; and, as true as I live; 
And, as God ſhall mend me; and, n 
And giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurety for thy Oaths, 
As if thou never wralk ſt further than — 
We Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 
mouth-filling Oath, and leave Inſooth, 


A good 
And ſuch f -Gin __ | 
En oleic: 


Hot. W to tum Tailor, or be Red- 


breaſt Teacher: And the Indentures be drawn, Pl} away 


within theſe two Hours: And ſo come 10 ye will. 
Exit. 
Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as ow, 


As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go, 


By this our Book is drawn: We will but fel, 


And then to Horſe 1 | 3 
More. 1 ** 2 [Exeunt, 


SCENE mn. 


1 Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord and others, 8 


K. Henry. Lords, gire us leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private Confererce. 


But 
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But be near at Hand, 
For we ſhall preſently have need of yon. trans Lords. 
I know not whether Heav'n will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done; 
That in his le cret Doom, out of my Blood, 
He'il breed Reve t, and a Scourge for me: 
But thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life, 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
Por the hot Vengeance, and the Rad of Heav'a 
To puniſh my Miſs-treadings. Tell me elle, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low Deſires, | 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, fuch mean Attempts, 
Such Pleaſures, rude Society, 
As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blood, 
And hold _ level with thy Princely Heart? 
F. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, | would I could 
Quit all Offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well as I am doubtleſs I can purge 
My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal: 
Vet ſuch extenuation let me beg, 
As in reproof of many Tales devis'd, 
YT 2 oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
d. By ſmiling Pick-thanks, and baſe News-mongers; 
7 17 may for ſome things true, wherein my Youth 
TH Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 
70. Find Pardon on my true Submiſſion | 
K. Henry. Heav n pardon thee : Yetlet me wonder, Hang, 5 


of At thy Affections, which do . a "s hes 
+5 _=— from the flight of all wy 
LE, lace in Council thou haſt rudely "ot. 
by thy younger Brother is fupply'd; | 


And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my BlooJ. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
Be + Prophetical y does fore- think thy Fall. 
Had J fo laviſh of my Preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company; 
But Vor. III. Q 


That 1 did p 
Loud Shouts and Salutation from their Mouths, 


To laugh at gybing Boys, 
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Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had till kept loyal to Poſſeſſion, 
And left me in reputeleſs Baniſhment, 


A Fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 


By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 

Put like a Comet, I was wondred at; | 

That Men would tell their Children, This is he. 
Others would ſay, Where? Which is Bullingbroke? 


And then I ſtole all Courteſie from Heav'n, 


And dreſt = ſelf in ſuch Humility, 
uck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 


Even in the Preſence of the crowned King. 


Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 


My Preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 3 
Ne'er ſeen, but, wondred at; and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And won by rareneſs ſuch Solemnity. 


The skipping King, he ambled up and down 
With ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, and foon burnt, carded his State, 
M.ingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 3 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scorns, 


And gave his Commence qo his Name, 
ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs vain comparative: 


Grew a Companion to the common Streets, 


Enfeoff'd himſelf to Popularity: 

That being daily ſwallowed by Mens Eyes, 
They ſurfeited with Honey, and began to loath 
The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little 

More than a little, is by much too much; 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in Fane, 

Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 


Saͤch as is bent on Sun-like Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes: 


Put rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, | 
We ay 5 
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Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 
Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full, 
And in that very Line, Harry, ſtand ſt thou; 
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For thou haſt loſt thy Princely Privilege, 


With vile Participation. Not an Eye 


But is a-weary of thy common fight, 
Save mine, which hath defir'd to ſee thee more: 


Which now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh Tenderneſs. 
P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 


| Be more my ſelf. 


K. "Dung For all the World. 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 


When I from France ſet forth to Ravenſturg; 


And even as I was then, is Percy now: _ 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt to the State 
Than thou the Shadow of Succeſſion; 


For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 


He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, , 
Turns Head againſt the Lion's armed Jaws; 


And being no more in Debt to Years than thou, 

Leads ancient Lords, and reyerend Biſhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruifing Arms. 
What never- dying Honour hath he got, 


Againſt renowned Dowglaſs, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 


| Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority, 


And Military Title Capital, 


| Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt. 
Thrice hath the Hor-ſpur Mars in ſwathing Con, 


This Infant Warrior, in bis Enterpriſes, 

Diſcomſited great Dowglaſs, ta en him once, 

Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance, up, 

And ſhake the Peace and | Safety of our Throne. 

And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberl ar d, 

The Arch-Biſhop's Grace of Tork, —_— and — 

Capitulate __ us, and are up. 
22 = 


— 


$564 The Firſt Part of 
But wherefore do I tell this News to thee? 
Why; Harry, do I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy? 
Thou art like enough, through Vaſſil Fear, 
| Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 
To fight againſt me under. Percy's Pay, £ 
To dog his Heels, and curtſie at his Frowns, 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. ES 
P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 
And Heav'n fergive them, that ſo much have ſway d 
' Your Majeſty's good Thoughts away from me: 
I will redeem all this on Percy's Head, Th 
And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Son, 
| When I will wear a Garment all ot Blood, 
And ſtain my Favours in-a Bloody Mack: 
Which waſht away, ſhall-ſcowre my Shame with it. 
And that ſhall be the Day, when e er it lights, 
That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hot. ſpur, this all praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet: 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 
Would they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this Northern Youth exchange 
His glorious Deeds for my Indignities: 
Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 
To engroſs up briow Deady on my behalf: 
And | will call him to ſo ſtrict account, 
That he ſhall render every Glory up, 
Tea, even the ſlighteſt Worſhip of his Time, 
Or I will tear the; Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heay'n, I promiſe here: 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may falve 
The long - grown Wounds of my Intemperature; 
If not, the end of Life cancels all Bonds, 3 
And 1 will die a hundred thouſand Deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. 
F. Henry. A hundred thouſand Rebels die in this :- 


\ 


lo 
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Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraiga Truſt herein. 
Enter Blunt. 


Howe now, good Blunt? Thy Looks are full of 1 


Blunt. So is the Buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 


That Dowglas and the Engliſh Rebels met 


The Eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury: 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 
If Promiſes be kept on every Hand, 


As ever offered foul Play in a State. 


K. Henry, The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth t to o Da: 
With him my Son, Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, 
For this Advertiſement is-five Days old. 8. 


On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſer forward: 
On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 


Our meeting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you ſhall march 


Through Gloceſterſbire: By which account, 
Our Buſineſs valued, ſome twelve Days hence, 


Our general Forces at Bridgenorth thall meet. 


Our Hands are full of Buſineſs: Let's away, 
= Advantage feeds them far, while We delay. [Exerot. - 


SCENE. III. 


Buer Falſtaff ann Bardolph. 
Tal Bardolth, am I not fan away vilely, fince this 


| laſt Action? Dol not bate? Do I not dwindle? Why - 


my Skin hangs-about me like an old Lady's looſe Gown: 
I am with like an old Apple ohn. Well Vil repent, 


aud ſuddenly, while I am in {ome liking: I ſhall be 


out of Heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no Strength to - 


| repent, And I have not forgotten what the inſide of a 


Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers Horſe; 
the inſide of a Church! Company, villainous Company | 


bath been the ſpoil of me. 


Bard. Sir 7 vou are ſo frerful, you cannot live « 5 


Fal. Why there is it; come e ſing mea bawdy Song,to make + 
me merry: I was as virtuouſly given, as a Gentleman need 


tobe; virtuous enough; ſwore little, dicd not above ſeven ) 


* 23. 4 times. / 
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times a Week, went to a Bawdy-houſe not above once in 
a Quarter of an Hour, paid Mony that I borrow'd three or 
four times; liv'd well, and in good Compaſs; and now I 
live out of all order, out of Compaſs. "LE 

Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of all Compaſs, out ot all reaſonable Com- 
paſs, Sir John. PREY 1 | 

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend my Life. 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthorn in the 
Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the Knight 
of the burning Lamp. ONT 0 
Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harm. 
Fal. No, I'll be ſworn; I make as good uſe of it, as 
many a Man doth of a Death's Head or a Memento Mori. 


1 never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire and Dives 
that liv'd in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning. 


lf thou wert any way given to Victue, l would ſwear by 
thy Face; my Oath ſhould be, By this Fire: But thou art 


_ altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the Light 


in t y Face, the Son of utter Darkneſs. When thou 
rann 
did not think thou had been an ignis fatuus, or a Ball 


up Gadi hill in the Night to catch my Houſe, if 


of Wild- fire there's no Purchaſe in Mony. O, thou art 


a perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bonfire Light; thou 


baſt ſaved me a thouſand Marks in Links and Torches, 


— with thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and Ta- 
vern; but the Sack that thou haſt drunk me, would have 
bought me light as good cheap, at the deareſt Chand- 
lers in Europe. I have maintain d that Salamander of yours 
with Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Heavy n re- 
ward me for it. me Has Sint 5 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly, 
Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart- burn d. 

_ 5 Enter Hoſteſs. 5 | 1 2 
How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you cnquir'd yet 
who pick d my Pocket? 5 R 
Hf. Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir Fohn? 
Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe? I have ſearch d. 
I have enquir'd, ſo has my Husbznd, Man by Man, Boy 
by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a Hair was ne- 

ver loſt in my Houſe befor, Fab 
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Fal. Ye lie, Hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loſt ma- 
ny a Hair; and Ill be fwyorn wy Pocket was pick d; go to, 
you are 2 Woman, go. 

Hoſt. Who 1? I deſie thee; l was never call d ſoi in mine 
own Houſe before. | 
Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Hoſt. No, Sir Fohn: You do not know me, Sir Fobn: 

I know you, Sir ohn; You owe me Mony, Sir John, and 
now you pick a Quarrel co beguile me of it; I bought you 
a Dozen of Shirts to your Back. | 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away to 
| Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 

Hoſt. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight 
Shillings an Ell: You owe Mony here beſides, Sir ohm, for 
your Diet, and by Drinkings, and Mony lent you; voy 
and twenty Pounds. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 
Ho he He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 
How? poor? Look upon his Face: What call you 
rich? Let dies oak coin his Noſe, let him coin his Cheeks, 51 | 
not pay a Denier, What, will you make a Yonker ot 
me? Shall I not take mine Eaſe in mine Inn, but I ſhall 


| haye my Pocket pick d? I have loſt a Scal-Ring of my 
Grand- father's, worth forty Mark. 


Hoſt. I have heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 


Fal. How? the Prince is a Fack, a ſnegk-Cup; and if he 


woeere here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would {ay ſo. 


Euter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets him, play- 
ing on his Trunchion like a Fife. ? 
Fai. How now, Lad? i is the Wind in that Door ? Muſt I 
we all march? 
Bard, Yea, two and two, Newgate Fa ion. 
He. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 
P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly? How does 
* Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeſt Man. 
Hoſt. Good, my Lord, hear me. 
; Fal. Prithce let her alone, and lift to me. | 
P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou Zack? 
Fal. The other Night l fell aſleep ders behind the Ar- 


24 ras, 
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ras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houſe is turn d Baw- 
dy- houſe, they pick Pockets. 

P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Fack? 
Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four Bonds 
Oy Pound a- piece, and a Seal-Ring of my Grand- 

P. Henry, A Trifle, ſome eight-penny Matter. 

| Heſt. So I told bim, * ond I faid, I heard 

7 yo. Grace ſay ſo: And, my Lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
pod oy like a "Foul. mouth'd Man as he is, and ſaid he would 

yeu, 

P — What! he did not ? 

RE Hef. There's neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-Hood 

in meelſe, f 

Fal. There's no more Faith in thee than in a ſtew'd 
Pruen; nor no more Truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; 

and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 

_ ty's Wile of the Ward to thee. Go 3 80. 5 

_ Hoſt. Say, what t What t 

Fal. What thing? Why a thing to dank Heay'n on. 

Bf. I am nothing to thank Heay'n on, I would thou 

 ſhouldſt know it: I am an honeſt Man's Wife; and ſetting 

thy Knighthood aſide, thou art a Knave to call me fo. 

Fial. Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a Pers to 
fay otherwiſe. 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knaye thou? 

Fal. What Beaſt, why an Otter. 

P. Henry. An Otter, Sir Fehn, why an Otter? 


El, Why ? ſhe's neither Fiſh nor Fleſh; a Man knows = 


not where ro have her. 
* Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſa ing fo; thou, or 
fee on knows where to have me, thou Knave thou. 


= Thou ſay it true, Hoſteſs, and he ſlanders thee 7 
| i. gro | 


Haff. 80 he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this other 
Day, you ow d him a thouſand Pound. 

P. Henry. Sirrah do I owe you a thouſand Pound? : 
Fal. A thouſand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy Love is 
worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. ; 

Hoſt. Nay, my Lord, he call d you Jack, and ſaid he 
would —"_ —_— 1. -— _ 
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Fal. Did I. Bardolph? 
Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you ſaid fo. 
Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. | 
P. Henry. I ſay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy Word now? 8 | 5 
Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a Man 1 
dare, but as thou art a Prince, 1 fear thee, as 1 fear the 
roaring of the Lion's Whelp. 3 
P. Henry. And why not as the Lion? 
Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear das the Lion; doſt 
thou think I'll fear thee, as I fear thy Father? Nay if I do, 


kt my Girdle break. | 51 ks | 
P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy Guts fall about 


thy Knees. But; Sirrah, there's no room for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this Boſom of thine; it is all ll'd up with 
Guts and Midriff Charge an honeft Woman with picki 
. „ Pocket! Why thou whorſon impudent imboſt Rat- 
| cal. if there were any thing in thy Pocket but Tavern 
Reckonings. Memorandums a Bawdy-Houſes, and one poor 
peany-worth of Sugar- Candy to make thee. long: wind- 
ed; if thy Pocket were enrich d with any other Injuries 
but. theſe, I am a Villain; and yet you will ſtand to it. 
you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not aſham'd? 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? Thou know'ſt in the State 
of Innocency, Adam fell; and what would poor Fack 
_ Falſtaff do, in the Days of Villainy? Thou feſt, I hae 
more Fleſh than another Man, — therefore more Frailty. 
You confeſs then you pickt my Pocket! | 
P. Henry. It appears fo b the Story. 
Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: COLES 
Go make ready Breakfaſt; love thy Husband, 
Look to thy Seryants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts? = 
Thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt Reaſon : 
Thou ſeeſt, I am pacify d ſlill. PE? 
Nay, I prithee be gone. 5 [Exit Hoſfleſs. 
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, kad? 
How is that anſwer'd? * 
P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, 
1 muſt ſtill be good Angel to thoe. 
The Moiy is paid back ag s. 
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Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; tis a double 
8 


4 Henry. I am good Friends with my Father, N 
Fo an thing. 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou dot 
and do it with un-waſh'd Hands too. | 
Bard. Do, my Lord. 2 
F. Henry. 1 have procured thee, Fack, a Charge of Foot: 
Fial. I would it had been of Horſe. Where ſhall I find 
one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſl y unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous. I laud them, 88 
P. Henry. Bardolph. 
= My Lord. | 
Henry. Go bear this Letterto Lord zumo e, 
f 70 my Brother John. This to my Lord of Weſtmorland, 


"2 Peto, to Horſe; for thou, and I, 


Have thirty Miles to ride yet ere Dinner time. 


Frack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple- Hall 


At two a Clock in the Afternoon, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there 1 receive 
Mony, and Order for their Furniture. 

The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 

And either they, or we, muſt lower lie. 

| Fal. Rare Words; brave World, | 

Hoſteſs, my Breakfaſt, come: 

Oh, 1 could wiſh 22 Tavern were my Drum. 


5 Exeunt. 


Pn 


— 


ACT w. SCENE * 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſier, ard Dowelaſs. 


Hat. W ELL ſaid, my noble Scor, if ſpeaking Truth | 
In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 


Such attribution ſhould he Domglaſ have, 
As not a Soldier of this Seaſons ftarp, 


Should b ſo general currant through the World. 
By 


- 


By Heayv'n I cannot flatter; I dere 

The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 

In my Heart's love, hath no Man than your ſelf. 

Nay, task me to my Word; approve me, Lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King of Honour: 

No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground, 

But 1 will beard him. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Hot. Do ſo, and tis well. What Letters haſt thou there 2— 


I can but thank you. 
Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father, 
Hot. Letters from him? 
Why comes he not himſelf? 
Meſſ. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is grievous fick. 
Hot. How! Has he the leiſure to be ſick now, 
In ſuch a juſlling time? Who leads his Sarah 
Under whoſe Government come they alo a 
Meſſ. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Mind. 
Mr. I prithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed? 


Meſſ. e did, my Lord, four Days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my Departure thence, 


lle was much fear d by his Phyſician. 


Mor. I would the ſtate of time had firft been whole; 
Ere he by Sickneſs had been viſited; 


His Health was never better worth 1 * now. 


Hot. Sick now ? Droop now ? This Sickneſs doch fes 


The very Life: blood of our Enterpriſe, 

Tis catching bither, even to our Camp. 

He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs—— | 

And that his Friends by deputation 

Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: Non did he thick it meet 

To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 

On any Soul remoy'd, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold Advertiſement, 

That with our ſmall Conjunction we ſliould on, 

To ſee how Fortune is diſpos d to us, 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 

Of all our Purpules, What ſay ou to ĩt ? 
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Hor. Your Father's Sickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hot. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it. Were it good, 
To ſet the exact Wealth of all our States | 
All at one Caſt? To ſet fo rich a Mine 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very Bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 5; hr 
Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhould, | 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. ' 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this 
Hot. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto, 

If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
T The Quality and Heir of our Attempt n 


Brcoks no Diviſion: It will be thought 


By ſome, that know not why he is away, 

That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Diſlike 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think, how ſuch an Apprehenfion 

May turn the Tide of feartul Faction, 

And breed a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe: 

For well you know, we of the offering fide, 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, 
And ſtop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence - 
The Eye of Reaſon may pry in upon us: I. 
This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the Ignorant a kind of fear 


|  Betore not dreamt of. 


Hor. You ſtrain too far. 3 

| _ * of 1 make this uſe: 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 

A larger Dare to your great Les, 5 
Than if the Earl were here: For Men muſt think, 


ET ER 


o * 
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If we without woe} p can make d b 
To inſt Kingdom; wi 
We hall . it topſie - turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet all our Joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think: 
There is not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, | 
As this Dream of Fear. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon: TY 
Hot. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 
Ver. Pray God my News be worth a = # nocd Lord, 
The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſeyen thouſand dong. 15 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince *** 5 
Hor. No harm; what more? oh Saud 2 | | 
Ver. And further, I have learn dl, 4 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath ſet forth, - 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With: ſtrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hot. He ſha!l be welcome too, 
| Where is his Son? 
The nimble-footed Mad-ap, Prince of Wales, 4 
And his Comrades, that dal: ho Warts abr, = | 
And bid it paſs? RR 
All 228 Ares, > the Wind, 
. um'd like that the W 
Baited like Eagles, having lately ee Foro | 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 
As full of Spirit as the Month of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Midſummer, 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulk. 
I ſaw young Harry, with his Beaver on, 
His Cuſhes on his Thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe from the Ground like feather'd 
And vaulted wh ſuch Eaſe into his Seat, 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
| To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 
And witch the World ps. Fa noble nn. 
Hot. No more, no more; 1 5 
Worſe than the Sun in March, : 
This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues ; let them come, 
They Oy ITY Wins WR, 
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All to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoaky War, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them; 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 
Up to the Ears in Blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich Repriſal is ſo nigh, 
And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horſe] 
| Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againſt the Boſom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry ſhall, and Horſe to Horſe 
Meet, and neer part, ll one drop down a Carl: 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 
| Ver. There is more News: 
I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 6 . 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days. 
Dow. That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, yet: 
Mor. Ay, by my Faith, that bears a froſty Sound. 


Hot. What may lhe King's whole Battlereach unto? = 


Ver. To thirty thouſand. 
Hot. Forty let it be, 

a My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The Power of us may ſerve fo = a Day. 
Come, let us take a Muſter _—_ 2 
Dooms-day is near; die all, e merrily. 
Dow. r , I am out of fear 


Of Death. or Death's for this one half Year. 
5 [Exeunt, 
8 CEN E II. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me 2 
Bottle of Sack, our Soldiers ſhall march through: we'll | 
to a e to Night. | | FR 
Bard. Will you give me Mon c 3 
Fal. Lay 45 4. grinds _ prin 
Bard. This Botte! makes an Angel. . <1 
Fal. And if it do, take it for thy Labour; We + 
make twer y, take them all, Vil anſwer the Coynage. | 

Bu my Lieutenant Pe/o meet me at the Towns end. 
Bard. 1 will, Captain; fare well. of 3 
| Fa 
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Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, I am a 
ſowe'd Gurnet: I have miſ- us d the King's Preſs dam. 
nably. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and fifty 
Soldiers, three Hundred and odd Pounds. I preſs me 
none but good Houſholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me 
out contracted Batchelors, ſuch as had been ask d twice 
on the Banes: Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch as fear 
the Report of a Caliver, worſe than a ftruck-Fow|, or a 
burt wild Duck. I preſs me none but ſuch Toaſts and 
Butter, with Hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins 
Heads, and they have bought out their Services : And 
now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Corporals, 
Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag- 
ged as LAxarms in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- 
ton's Dogs licked his Sores; and ſuch as indeed were 
never Soldiers, but dif-carded unjuſt Servingmen, youn- 
ger Sons to younger Brothers: Revolted Tapſters and 
Oſtlers, Trade-fall'n, the Cankers of a calm World, and 
long Peace; ten times more diſhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up the 
Rooms of them that have bought out their Services; that 
ou weuld think that 1 had a hundred and fifty tatter'd 
odigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draff and Husks, A mad Fellow met me on the Way, 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preſt the 
dead Bodies. No Eye hath ſeen ſuch skar- Crows: III 
not march through Coventry with them, that's flat. Nay, 
and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as it 
they had Gyves on; for indeed, I had the moſt of them 


dut of Priſon. There's but a Shirt and a half in all my 


Company; and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack d to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Herald's 

Coat without Sleeves; and the Shirt, to ſay the Truth, 

ſtoll'n from my Hoſt of St. Albans; or the Red-Noſe Inn- 
keeper of Daintry. But that's all one, they'll find Linnen 
enough on every Hedge. 32 47 24.-..5 | 

8 Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland, 

PF. Henry, How-now, blown Fack? how now, Quilt? 


F, 
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Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad Wag, what a Devil 
do'ſt thou in Warwickſhire? My good Lord of Vſtmor- 
land, 1 cry you mercy, n your Honour bad al- 
ready been at Shrewsbury. 

Wah. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 

there, and you too; but my Powers are there already. 
_ The Kin. can tell you, looks for us all; we muſt away 

all to Ni 

Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 
fel Cream. 
 P.Hemy. I think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy theſt 
hath already made thee Butter; but tell me, Jul. whoſe 
Fellows are theſe that come after? 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine. | 

P. Henry. I did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals," 
Fal. Tut, tut, good _ to toſs: Food for Powder, 
food for —— they'll fil 
| Man, mortal Men, mortal Men. 

. Weſt. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

Flal. Faith, for their Poverty, 1 know not where they 
— that; and for their Bareneſs, 1 am ſure they never 
learn d that of me. 

_ Henry. No, I'll be Gworn, unleſs you call three Fin- 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, * — Percy i is 
already in the Field: 

Fal. What, is the King encamp'd? 

_ Heſs. He is, Sir Jahn, I fear we ſhall Ray too lon | 
Fal Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin- 
ning of a Feaſt fits a dull Fighter, and a keen Gueſt, 
'Þ — 


SCENE III. 


Enter Hot: Town, Worceſter, Dowglafs, and Vernon: 


| Hor, We'll fight with him to Night. 
Wor. It may not be. 


Dow. You give bim then Advantage, 
vr, On 


"I | | \ Het, 


a Pit, as well as better; tuſh 


* 
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Hot. Why ſay you ſo? Looks he not for Supply ? 
Ver. So do we. 
"Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
Mor. Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to Night, 
Per. Do not, my Lord. 
Dow. You do not counſel well; 
You ſpeak it out of Fear, and cold Heart. 

Ver. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas: By my | Life 

And 1 dare well maintain it with my Lite, 

If well wm ed Honour bid me on, 

I hold as little Counſel with weak Fear, 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this Day liyes. 
Let it be ſeen to 1 | 
Which of us fears. 

Dow. Yea, or to Nig. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To Night, ſay I. 

4 Ver. 2 * it may . . Leading 
wonder muc Mea of ſuch great as 
T bat ou foreſee 0 Fo — * * 
| Drag lack our Expedition; certain Horſe = | 
| of 2 Couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, | 

Your Uncle Morceſter s Horſe came but to "= 
And now their Pride and Mettle is aſleep, 

Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a | Horſe is half the half of himſelf, 
Hot. So are the Horſes of the Enemy 

In general, journey-bated, and brought low : 

The better part of ours are full of reſt, 

Mor. The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, Couſin, ſtay ti all come in. 
The Trumpet ſounds # Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt: | 
Blunt. ] come with gracious Offers from the King, 
If you youchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. 

Hot, Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: And would to God 
You were of our Determination, 
Some of us love you well; and even thoſe ſome | 
Envy your great Deſervings, and good _ 


Bec ſe you are not of our Quality, 
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But ſtand againſt us like an En 


Blunt. And Heav'n defend, 1 I ſhould ſand fo, 


So long as out of * and true Rule, 


You ſtand- anointed Majeſty. *"_ 
But to my . 


You conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace. 


Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Cruelty, If that the King 


Haye any way your good Deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 


Tou ſhal! have you Defires, with Intereſt: 


And Pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Herein mi{-led by your Suggeſtion. 

Hor. The King is kind: 
And well we kn6w, the King 


Knows at what time to Promile, when to Pay. 
My Father, my Uncle, and my felf, 


Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears: 


And when he was not fix and twen ſtrong, 
Sick in the World's regard, wretched and low, 


A poor unminded Out-law, ſneaking home, 


My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: 
And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to ous, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, EO. 


To ſue his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With Tears of Innocency, and terms of Zeal: 
My Father, in kind Heart and Pity moy'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 


Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 


Perceiy'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Vil ages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 


Lid Gifts before him, proffer'd him — 


Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed _ 


Even at the Heels, in golden Multitudes, 
He preſently, as Greatneſs knows it ſelf, 


—— The Kisg hath ſent to know 
The Nature of your Griefs, and 1 — F 


Steps 
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Steps me a a little higher than his Vow 75 
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked Shore at Ravenſpurg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtraight Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth; 
Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep 5 5 
Over his Country's Wrongs; and by his Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 
The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King G 
In Deputation left behind here, 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh War. 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. . 
Hot. Then to the Point. | 7425 
In ſnort time after, he depos d the King, 
Soon after that, depriv'd him of his Li 
And in the Neck of that, task'd the whole state: 
To make that worſe, ſuffer d his Kinſman March, 
| Who is, if every Owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ranſom, to forfeited; 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy Victories, 
Sought fo intrap me by Intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Board, 
In Rage diſmiſs d my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on peg 
And in concluſion, drove us to ſeek out | 
This Head of Safety; and withal, to pry 
Into his Title; the which we find 
Too indirect, for long*continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this Anſwer to the King ? 
Hot. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 
We'il withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawu d | 
Some ſurety for a ſafe Return again: 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Uncle 
Bring him our Purpoſe; - -and ſo farewel. 
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Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace 1 Love. 


Hot. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 
Blunt. Pray Heav'n you do. __-3 


SCENE IV. 


Enter ths Arebbiſhop of York, and Sir Michell 


| York, Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed Brief 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Couſin Scroop, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they do import, 
You would make haſte. 
Sir Michel, My good Lord, 1 gueſs their Tenour.. 

TP. Like enough you do. | 

To Morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thouſand Men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to anderſtand, 
The King: with mighty and quick raiſed Power, 
| Meets with Lord Harry; and I fear, Sir N chell, - 


| What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 


Whoſe Power was in the firſt Proportion ; ; PET 
And what with Owen Glendower*s Abſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly too, 


And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 


To wage an inſtant Trial with the King. 


Sir Michell. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear, 
There is Dowglaſs, and Lord Mortimer. 
Tork. No, Mortimer is not there, : ; 
Sir Michel. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Wercefter, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
 *Noble Gentlemen. 
Tork. And ſo there is, but yet the King bath draws. 
The ſpecial Head of all the Land together: 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland, and Furie Blunt; 
And * more  Corrivals, and dear Men 
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Of Eſtimation, and command in Arms. 


Sir Michell; Doubt not, my Lord, he ſhall be well oppos'd. | 


Verk. I hope no leſs: Yet needful tis to fear, 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell ſpeed; © 

And if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the King 

Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit us; 

For he hath heard of our Confederacy, 1 

And, tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 

Thercfore make haſte, I muſt go write again 


To other Friends; and ſo fare wel, Sir Michell, [Exermny, 


ACT v. SCENE 1 


r 


— 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John 0 Lancaſter, 


| Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Falſtaff. 


EK. Henry. HOW bloodily the Sun begins to peer 
pe H Above yon busky Hill: The Day looks pale 
At his diſtemperature. ep 1 MET, 
P. Henry. The Southern Wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, 
And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a b ring, Day, | 
EK. Henry, Then with the Loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem ſower to them that win. 23 > 
| | © [The Trumpet ſounds. 


K. Henry. How now, my Lord of Wor/fer? *Tis not well, 


N 

That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch Terms, 
As now we meet. You have deceiy'd our Truſts, 
And made us doff our eaſie Robes of Peace, 

To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
"What ſay you to it? Will you again unknit 
This churliſh Knot of all-abhorred War; 

And move in that obedient Orb again, 
| Where you did give a fair and natural Light, 
And be no more an exhald Meteor, 


A 
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A Prodigy of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn Times? 
Mor. Hear me, my _ 5 
For mine own Part, I could he well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my Life 
With quiet Hours: For 1 do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike, 4 
X Henry. You have not ſought it; how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry. Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Mor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your Looks 
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember ycu, my Lord, 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Office did I beak + 
In Richard's Time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your Hand, 
When yet you were in place, and in account _ 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and —— —_ 
It was my ſelf, my Brother, and his Son, 
That brought you home, and boldly did out- dare 
The danger of the time. You {wore to us, 
And you did ſwear that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new fal'n Right, 
The Seat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this, we ſware our Aid: But in ſhort Space, 
It rain'd down Fortune, ſhowring on your Head, 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abſent King, 
What with the Injuries of wanton Time, 
The ſeeming Sufferances that you had born, 
And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky Iriſh Wars, ö , 
That all in England did repute him dead; 
And from this warm of air Advantages, 
You took occaſion to be quickly wood, 
To gripe the general Sway into your Band: 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter, 
And being fed by us, you us d us fo, 
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As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow, did m_—_ our Neſt, 
| Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a Bulk, 

That even our Love durſt not come near your Sight 
For fear of ſwallowing; but with nimble Wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake, to fly 

Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your {elf have forg'd — your ſelf, 

By — Uſage, dangerous Countenance, 

And violation of all Faith and Troth 

Sworn to us in your er Enterprize. 

K. Henry. Theſe 2 — articulated, 

Preclaim'd at Market Croſſes, read in Churches, 

To face the Garment of Rebellion 

With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the Lye. 

Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents, 

Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News |, 
Of hurly urly Innovation : 
And never yet did Inſurrection want 

Such Water: colours, to impaint his Cauſe ; 

Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a Time 
Of pell — Havock, and Confuſion, 

P Henry. In both our Armies, there is many a Soul ” 
Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter, 
If once they join in trial. Tell. your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry Percy: By my Hopes, 

This 2 Enterprize ſet off his Head, 

I do not think a braver Gentleman, 

More Active, Valiant, or more valiant Young, 
More daring. or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter A 72 with noble Deeds. 
For my Part, I may ſpeak it to my Shame, 
I bave a Truant — to Chivalry, 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my Father's Majeſty, 

I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
or his great Name and Elimation, £ 
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And will, to fave the Blood on either fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a ſingle Fig 
K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, ſo 
| Albeit, Conſiderations infinite | 
Do make againſt it: No, good Worſter, no, 
We love our People well; even thoſe we love 
That are miſ- led upon your Coufin's Part: 
And will they take the Offer of our Grace 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every Man 
| Shall be my Friend again, and III be bis. 
So tell your Couſin, and bring me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with Reply, 
We offer fair, take it adviſedly. [Exit Worceſter; 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my Life. 5 
The Domglaſ and the Hot ſpur both together, 
Are confident 22 World in Arm. 
EK. Henry. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge. 
For 2 Anſwer will we ſet on them: 
And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt. | [Exenn. 
Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff, 
| Kal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battel, 
And beſtride me, ſo; tis a point of Friendſhip. 
P. Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that Friend- 
Say thy Prayers, and farewel. Ĩdſzhip: 
Fal. I would it were Bed time, Hal, and all well. 
P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt Heav'n a Death. 
Fial. Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay him be- 
fore his Day. What need I be ſo forward with him that 


Calls not on me? Well, tis no Matter, Honour prieks me 


on. But how if Honour prick me off when I come on ? 
How then? Can Honour ſet to a Leg? No. Or an Arm? 
No. Or take away the Grief of Wound? No. Honour 
hath no Skill in Surgery then? No. What is Honour? A 


word. What is that word Honour? Ayre; a trim reck- 


oning. Who hath it? He that dy d a Wedneſday. Doth 
he feel it? No. Doth he hear it? No. Is it inſenſible 
then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live wk tho 
” e | iving? 


„ 
are we venture thee, * 


ow „ — R444 ow 


wp TY ID We 7 


Sofpicion; all our Lives, ſhall be ſtuck. full of are 


Who ne er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock d up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceſtors; 
Look bow we can, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our Locks, 


| "The better cha Sill the nner Beuth. 
| My Nephew's Treſpeſs may be well 


And an adopted Name of Privilege, 


All his Offences live upon my Head, 
| And on his Father's. We did train him on, 


We as the 

| Therefore. Couſin, let not Harry know, 

In any caſe, the Offer of the K 

Ver. Deliver what you will, 
Coufin. 


Here comes pur 


Uncle, what News? 7 
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living? No. Why? Detraction will not ſuffer. it, therefore 
Il none of it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon, and ſo ends 


, Cxterhilin, W 


8 c E N E 11. | 
Bus- Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Mor. © no, my Nephew e, = Richards 
The liberal kind Offewof the King. 


Per. *'Twere beſt he did. 
For. Then, we are all undone. 


| It is not po ible, it cannot be, 


_ g would keep his Word in Rag ws; 
ws ll and find a time 
To iſh Ns 5e Offence in other Faults: 


For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 


And we ſhallfeed Hike Oxen at a Stall, 


It hath the excuſe of Youth, and heat of Blood, 
A hare · brain d Hot-ſpur, govern'd by a Spleen: 


And his ta en from us, 


g of all, ſhall pay for all: 


; Wis tis o. 
” Enter Hot-ſpur ſpur and Dowglafs 


Hot. My Uncle is revorn'd: 
Deliver up m Lord of Weſtmorland. 


a 
wu 


Wor. The King will bid you Battel 
Dow. The King wilt il you Bute po 
V l. R 


land, 
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| Hot. Lord Dowglaſs; nr 3 
"Dow. Marry and nll, and-very _willagly 


Exit 
Wir. There is no ſeemi Mer "the Dog 
Hor. Did you beg any ry rye 
Wr. 1 told him . of our Grievances, 

Of his Oath-breaking; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 


He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and vill ſcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. | 
Enter Doweglaſs: 


| Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, ro Arms, for | ave thrown 
A brave Defiance in Henry's Teeth: | 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag's did ade nh it, 
Which cannot chuſe but 
1 . e 
5 Nep ng d you to ſingle Fight. 
Bor. O, would the Quarrel lay — 2 Heads, 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath to Day, 
Zut I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, | 
How ſhew'd | bis Talking? Seem d it in Contempt? | 
Fer. No by my Soul: I never in my Life 
Did hear a Challenge urg d more modeſtly, 
Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare, 
To gentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms. 
He gave you el the a ene OR... 
Trim'd up your Prai à pri Tongns; 
Spoke ons Delbrvioks like a Chroni ide, 
| Making you ever better than his Praiſe, _ 
By ftill diſpraiſing Praiſe, valu d with you 
And which became him like a Prince Med, 
He made a bluſhing Cital of himſelf, 
And chid his tre want Youth ſo with a Grace, 
As if he maſter d there a double Spirit 
Of teaching and of learning inſtant] 
There did he pauſe. Bur let me tell the War, 
If he out- live the Envy ef this Day, _. 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a 
. So much miſconſtrued in his Wantonneſß. 


Hor. Cos I think thou art enamoured 
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On his Follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince ſo wild at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere Night 
I will embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 
That be ſhall ſnrink under my Courteſie. a 
Arm, arm with {| And Fellows, Soldiers, Friend 
Better confider w you have to do, 
Than I, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
| Meſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot. I cannot read them now. fs 
8 the time of Life is ſnort: 
o ſpend that Shortneſs baſely were too long. 
TH Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 
Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave Death, wien Princes die with us. 
Nou for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the latent for bearing them is juſt. 
Titer anvther Meſſenger. 
y Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Her I thank him, that he cuts me from my Tale, 
For | profes eral Only this, 7g 
Let cach Man do his beſt. And bere I drave my Sword, 
Whoſe worthy Temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adrenture of this perilous Day. 
Rena proc a Percy, and ſet on: 
lottruments of War. . 
And by chat Muſic, let us all embrace: 
For Heay'n to Earth, ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courtefie. 
1 then Exeunt. The Ti rms fond, the 
71 A end. Then 
enter Dowglais and Sir Walter Blunt. ö 
 Blune. What is thy Name, thatin Bartel thus thou roſe 
What Honour doſt thou ſeek upon my Head? [me? 
Der. Know then, 9 e 
EU us, 8 


A gallant Knight te was, his Name was Blum, 
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Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King 
Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to Day hath bought... 
Thy Likeneſs ; for inſtead of thee, King * N 
This Sword hath ended him, foi ſhall it thee, - 

Unleſs thou yield thee as a Priſoner. | 

Blunt. I was not born to yield, thou hevghty n. 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge : 17 
Lord Stafford's Death, 

F:ght, Blunt is flain, then enter Hot- hw. 
_ O Dewglaſs hadft chou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 
Dow. All's done, all's won, here cbreathleſ kesthe King, 
Hot Where? - 


Dow. Here. 
Hot. This Domglaſ ? No, 1 know this Face Full 1 well 


Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. 

Dow. Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither i it goes, 

A borrow d Title haſt thou bought too dear. 

Why didſt thou tell me, that thou wert a King? 

| Hoe. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all. his Coars, 

Tl murther all his Wardrobe Piece op * 

Untill 1 meet the King. 

Hot. Up A 18 

Our Soldiers ſtand full fairly for for the Dey. [ Excunt. 

Alam, enter Falſtaff =. | Y 

Fal. Though 1 could ſcape ſhot-free' at London, I fear 

the Shot here: Here's no ſcoring, but upon the Pate. Soft, 

who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's Honour for you; 

n no Vanity; I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
| _ too: Heay'n keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
; he than mine own Bowels. 1 have led my Rag-o- 

ns where they are d; there's not three of my 

— and fifty left alive, and they for the Towns * : 

| to beg during Life: But who comes here? 

Enter Prince Henry, | 
P.Henry. What, ſtand'ſt thou idle heretlend merhy Sword . 


= Many a noble Man lies fark and if N 
| Vader 
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Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, - 


Whoſe Deaths areunreveng'd. Prithee lend me thy Sword · 


Fal. O Hal, I prithee CER 14 
Turk Gregory never did Ech Deeds in Arms, as I have 
_— this Day. I have paid Percy, I have made him fare. 
. He is indeed, and living to kill thee; 
| priches end me thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay, Hal, if Perey be alive, thou get't not wy 

Sword: but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe? 
* Ay Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a 
[The Prince draws out 4 Bottle = 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? _ 
Fal. If P be alive, ml pierce kim; if he do come 
in my way, fo; if he do got. if I come in his, willingly, 
let bim make a Carbonado of me. Ilike not ſuch grinni 
Honour as Sir Valter hath: Give me Life, which if 1 can 
ide, UP 


an end. 3 


SCENE. 1m. 


Alarm, Excurſions Euter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
F Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. | 


K. Henry. I prithee, Harry, withiraw thy ſelf, thou bleed- 


eſt too much: Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, go Ne with him. 
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did b 


T. Henry. I beſeech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Friends, 
EK. Henry. I will do ſo: 

. My Lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his Tent. 
Weſt. Come my Lord, Fil lead you to your Tent. 

P. Henry Lead me, my Lord! 1 do not need your Help, 

And Head n forbid a ſhailow Scratch ſhould drive 

The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as this, 

© Where ſtain d Nobility lies trodden on, 

And Rebels Arms 8 in Maſſacres. 1 85 
Lan. We breath too long; come Coulin Hiftmerland, 
ada + Saas 

Z 
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Henry. By Hevn thou haſt deceiv'd me, .. 
1445 not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit: 
| Before, I lov'd thee as a Brother, John; 
r now, 1 do reſpect thee 2s my Soul: 23% 
K Henry. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, 
Wich luſtier Maintenance than I did look for * 
Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior. l 
P. Henry, O this Boy, lends Mertle to us all. eee 
- Enter Douglas. 
Dow. Another King? They grove like 22 Heads: 
1 am the Dewglaſs fatal to all thoſe | 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'ſt the Perſon of a King ? 
K. Henry. The King bimſelf, who, Dowglaſs brieves at . 
Heart 5 | 
80 many of his Shadows tos haſt met, 
And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seek Perry and thy felf about the Field; © 
Bun ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 
2 will aſſay thee: So defend thy ſelf. EEE 
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit; 
And yet in faith thou bear 'ſt thee like a King: 
t mine lam ſuie thaw art, who e er thou be, 

And thus I win thee. [They fgbs: The King being in Danger, 
| 1 Ex ter Prince Henry. =D 
P. Henry, Hold up thy Head, vile Scot, or thou art kke 

Never to old it up again: The Spirits 

Of yaliant Sherly, Stafford, Slant, are in my Arms; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threats thee, 

Who never Y but 1 y pay. 5 = 
They fight, Dowelaſs et 

Chearly, my Lord; bow fares your Grace ? fr 

Si Nicholas Gawſey "hath for Succour ſenr, 

And ſo hath Cifias: Fil to Clifeon ſtr eight. 

K. Henry. Stay, and breath a while, 

Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt Opinion, 

And ſhew'd thou mak ſt ſome tender of my Life 

In this fair Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 


RO © Heay'n, they did me 900 much Injury 
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That ever ſaid I hearkned to your Death. / + 
If it were ſo, n hace fer der mh Þ 
The inſulting Hand of Dowglaſe over you,! 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the poiſonous Potions in the World, 
And ſav'd the treacherous Labour of your Son. 
K. Hemy. n II. ro Sir Nicholat 
Gawſey. Fig i 
. . 20 Dt "Nt £ 
Hot. If 1 miftake not, thou art Ws 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeakeſt as if J LA wy Nam, 
15 My Name is Harry Prey. 
Henry.) Why then 1 fee 
A phos valiant Rebel of that Name. 
i am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Porey, 
| To ſhaze with me in Glory any eee 
Two Stars keep not their Macon i in: one Sphere, 
Nor can one Erglavd brock a double 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of al., 
Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the Hours come | 
I 0 end the one of us; and would to:Heawn 
Thy Name in Arms were now'ds eit as mine. 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater, ete I part from thee, 
And all the budding Hanours on thy Creſt. 
III crop, to make a Garland for my Head. _ 
: Nerd 1 an no longer brook thy Vanities. - fe ow. 
©. Buter Falſtafl. | 
al Well dia kal to it Hal. voy; you ben find a0 
| Boys pl 8 | 
Enter " be fights with Falftaff, who feli am 
e 3. 3h A were dead. The Prince kills Percy. ' 
Hot. Ob Harry thou haſt robbd me or ny Fouth >" 
1 better brook the Loſs of brittle Life, * 
Than thoſe proud Titles thou halt won of me,, 
They wound my Thoughts worſe, than thy Sword my Fleſh: 
But Thought's the Slave of Life, and Life Time's Fool 
And Tine, that takes furyey of all oy f 
Muſt have a ſtopt O, I co,: Se 
But that the 92 Ad che e 1 of Death, 


Lyes on m Tongue: No, wy, thou art Dutt, 


Aud Food f — "oo 


3 


If 1 were much in love-with Vanity. 


25 Te Firſt Put of 
For Worms, brave Percy. Fare wel, greot Heart 
ries d Ambition, how much art thou ſhruak! 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 
A Kingdom for it was too ſmall a Bound: 
But now two Paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears the dead, | 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. a 


If chou wert ſenſible of Courteſie, J 
1 ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal. 
But let my Favours hide thy oo: 


And even in thy behalf, Vil thank my felt 
For doing theſe fair Rites. of Tenderneſs, | \ | 
Adieu, and take thy Praiſe with thee to Heay'n; 5 
Thy Ignominy lep with wow in the Grave. 12 
1 [He ran 
What! Old Acquaintance! Co not all this F BLOT: 
Keep in alittle: Life? Poor Zack, farewel. 5 ur 
I could have better ſpar d a Man. 
O, 1 ſhould have a heavy mils of thee, 


Death hath not fuck ſ9/fat.a Deer to Day, | 


| Though many a derer in chis bloody Fray: 


Imbowell'd will 1 ee thee by and by, 
Till then, in Blood 21 noble jo 8 [Exis, 


Ful. Imbowell'd! 1 has — me to Day, I'll give 
you leave to Powder me, and eat me too to Morrow: 

was time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scat had 
paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit ?----I-am no coun- 
terfeit; to die, is to be a Counterfeit, for he is but the 
_ Counterfeit of a Man; who hath not the Life of a Man: 
Zut to counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby liveth, is 
to be no Counterfeit, but the true and perfect Image of 
Life indeed. The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion; in 
the' which better part, 1 have ſaved my Life. 1 am d 
of this Gun · Powder Percy, A 15 be dead. How if 
be ſhould Counterfeit too, and ? 1 am afraid he would 
B 2 the better . therefore T'll make him 
| j yea, and I'll ſwear 1 kill'd him. Why miy not he 
* wal e but Eyes, and no 


Body 


£ TFTY, d 
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Rody ſees me. Therefore, Sirrah, en 
your Thigh come you along with me. * 
4 Hot- Spur on his Back, 
3 5 Prince Henry ahn & Lancaſter. 
Come Brother Fon, full 8. 5 mr thou 
| (fleſh 


Thy Ma n Sword ' 
Tua But ſoft, who have we here? . 
* you not tell me this fat Man was dead? 
. Hwy. Ld. 1 aw him dead, 
Brearhle and bleeding on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fantaſie that plays upon our Eye; ſight? 
I prithee ſpeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 


E- Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt 


Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double Man; but if 
I am not Fack Falſtaff. then am I a Fack: There is Percy, 
if your Father will do me any Honour, fo; if not let him 
kill the next Percy himſelf. 1 look either to be Earl or 
Duke, I can alle vou. 
F. Henry. Why, Percy I kill'd, my fel, and fas thee dead, 
Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord. Lord. — 4 the hee” is given 
to Lying! 1 grant you I was down, and out of Breath, 
and ſo was be, but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought 
a long Hour by Shrewsbury Clock: If I may be believed, in:; 
it not, let Ach that ſhould reward Valour bear the Sin up- 
on their own Heads. T'll take't on my Death I gave him 
this Wound in the Thigh: if the Man were alive, and 
would deny nung er e e 


Sword. 
Lan. This is the Tale that cer 1 heard. 4 
P. Henry. This is the ſt Fellow, Brother Jew... 
Come bring your Loggage nobly no your Back: 
For m my part, "Coke do thee grace, 


III gild it with the ha Terms I have. 


| The Trumy rue is ours: 
Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of 
To ſee what Friends are living, who are dead. ¶ Eu. 
„ III follow as they ſay; for Reward.. He that re- 
wars me, Hea' yomurd l or raters" 
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; and live 
| Fe cl LE. 


s C ENE W. 


The Mun u fend: Enter Hen Trince 8 
Lord John Lancaſter, 121 60 r . 
a ee bite 
* Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
ſpirited Worcefler, did we not ſend Grace, 
75 on, and Terms of Love to all of you? 
And would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary? 
Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſmau's Truſt? 
Three Knights upon our Party ſlain to ye 
A noble Earl an many a Creature elſe 
Had been alive this Hour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt 4 * 
our Armies, true Intell 5 
mor. What I have done, my Salery erde me to, | 
And I] embrace this Fortune paticntly, = 


Since not to be avoided, ir falls on we. 


K. H Bear Hirceflr te death, and Vernon 00. 13 
Other Offenders we will pauſe e 

, Worceſter and Vernon. 
How goes the Field? 


P. Henry. The noble Scot, Lord Dowglaſs, w when he fav 
The Fortune of the Day quite turn'd trom him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, all his Men | 210% G 
Upon the foot of Fear, fled With the reſt; e 
And falling from a Hill, ern | N 3 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent © 
| The Dae, is, and deere your Grics n n 
I may diipoſe of him. bt 
K. Henry. With all my Heart. 
TP. Henry. Then Brother Fobn of Laneafer, 
| To you this Honourable Bounty ſhall beloog: . 
Go to the Dowglaſs, and deliver him e A! 
Up to his Pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free: : 1 A 
His Valour ſhewn upon our. Creſis to Day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high Deeds, 


Even 
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Even in the Boſom of our Adverſaries. 
EK. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide our Power: 
Tou Son Fohn, and my Couſin Weſtmorland, 
Towards York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop, | 
Who, as we hear, are bufily in Arms. g 

My ſelf and my Son Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March. 

| Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
Meeting the Check of ſuch another Day; 
And fince this Bufineſs fo far is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won; 


_ Ihe an of Ge Thisd Venue: 


— — * 


